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“There'll be blood spilled to-night, Ralston, unless something is done to pacify the men,” said Sandie. 
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~DOWN IN A COAL MINE; 


OR, 


THE MYSTERY OF THE FIRE DAMP. - 


CHAPTER TI, 


‘‘ THERE'LL be blood spilled to-night, Ral- 

ston, unless something is done to pacify the 
men!’ 
’ The person addressed—who was the’ boss of 
the engine room—at the mouth of the shaft, 
glanced at the anxious face of the speaker with 
an air of surprise, as he said: 

‘“‘ What makes you think so, Carmichael ?’’ 

“How can a man think differently, and use 
his eyes and ears?’’ 

The look of surprise upon the engineer’s face 
turned into one of undisguised suspicion, as he 


fastened his eyes keenly upon Carmichael, and. 


said abruptly: 

‘* Look, my man, I don’t understand this!’’ 

‘“* Don’t understand what?”’ 

** 1 don’t understand you!”’ , 

‘‘ Well, I ain’t the subject of conversation 
just now. [I tell you there’s trouble brewing, 
and you had better heed my warning, or there'll 
be blood shed before morning!”’ 

“* Are you an escaped jail-bird, Carmichael?’’ 
said the engineer, as he laid down his oil-can, 
and looked straight into the eyes of the former. 

A startled look of terror flashed out from be- 
neath the grim visage of the miner’s face, as he 
replied, with nervous earnestness: ‘‘ Tut, man, 
what business is it o’ thine, what I be?’’ 

“* No business, probably, Sandie Carmichael; 
but it’s a suspicious circumstance, when a man 
who has all along used the slang of the miner, 
suddenly speaks in as fine English as a gentle. 
man.”’ 

“Ye have no right to question or suspect me, 
since I have always performed my duty, Jack 
Ralston!”’ 

“But you must admit that the fact I have 
just mentioned is very suspicious.’’ 

‘““ It’s none o’ thy business, if it be; I have 
taken my life in my hands, to warn you of com- 
ing danger. Ye can heed it, or disregard it; my 
conscience is clear!”’ 

‘““T do intend to take heed,’’ Ralston said; 
“and you must excuse words which were 
prompted by sudden surprise. Come, man,”’ 
he added, ‘* make a confidant of me, and you 
may secure a friend,’’ 

‘“ If you suspect me, you would not readily 
believe a reasonable explanation?” 

“* Dmight.” 


ed phe: Gateinhiled;,; Satedetaea el Soe giana 


‘“* Circumstances, in which was’ mingled no 
crime, drove me to become a miner, and I 
thought not to excite the envy of my fellow- 
workmen by seeming to be better than they.’’ 

‘* Here’s a hand, my good man; I believe you 
are a true-hearted fellow. I know that you 
meant to act a true man’s part just now: the 
manager is already on his guard.’’ 

‘And ye knew that the men were growling 
and threatening?” 


“We did. At this instant a shadow was 
thrown through the open window against the 
opposite wall of the engine-room. Carmichatl 
was about to speak again, when the engineer 
put. his finger to his lips warningly, then mo- 
tioned significantly, intending to indicate that 
there were listeners, as he nodded toward the 
shadow on the opposite wall. 

‘“*T have no right to excuse a man from work; 
you will have to go to the assistant manager,” 
said Ralston, in a loud voice. 

“'Thankee!”” replied Carmichael, as he 
stepped out from the engine shed, and saunt- 


ered down the pathway, toward the road which 


led up to the collection of tents where the 
miners resided, 


The scene where the above conversation took 
place was at the mouth of the pit of one of the 
most extensive coal mines in Pennsylvania, 
For months past there had been great dissatis- 
faction among the workmen, but up to the time 
when our story commences, no attention had 
been paid to their demands. Daily, for the last 
fewe weeks, their mutterings and growls had in- 
creased, ard now they were-giving utterance to 
dire and bloody threats. 

Sandie Carmichael, who had worked about 
six months in this mine, which was locally 
designated the Coleman Mines, was not popu- 
lar among his associates, because of his exclu- 
siveness. Although always pleasant and agree- 
able when brought in contact With his compan- 
ions, still, after work hours he never mingled 
with them, or joined in their games of cards or 
drinking bouts. Yet his constant good nature 
had preserved him from any open expression of 
real enmity, and he had gone daily upon the 
quiet even tenor of his way, following his own 
bent without molestation. 

Not until the men began to give utterance to 
bloody threats did he ever attempt to remon- 


strate with them; but at len?th, when blood- 
shed was threatened, and violence suggested, he, 
upon. several occasions, tried to reason and 
argue with them. 

Upon the night preceding his talk with the . 
engineer, Sandie had been passing along one of 
the gangways, treading carefully the dark path, 
without any light, the latter having burned out, 
when he came abreast of a narrow cut leading 
into a coal chamber. A faint glimmer of light 
warned him of the presence of some of his fel- 
low-workmen, and as he drew nearer.he over- 
heard words of terrible import, which caused 
him to stop and listen, without, permitting his 
near presence to become knawn. 

‘“T tell ye, boys, there’s somethin’ got to be 
done.”’ 


‘““ Ay, an’ I tell ye,” spoke another voice, 
‘ that the time for beggin’ an’ coaxin’ is past!’’ 

A unanimous grunt, and low mutters of ap- 
proval greeted this last remark, which became 
Jouder and more decided as the speaker added: 
‘“A hole bored in the head of the manager 
would let light into the brains o’ the owners. 
What we can’t get by fair means we must win 
by foul. Dang it! my woman’s had nothin’ 
but a gown that’s been rent to shreds this 
twelvemonth.”’ 

““Ay,’’ spoke up another, ‘‘my woman’s 
layin’ at death's door, for want of a few visits 
from the doctor at the town, who’ll no come 
out this way unless he carries back his fee in 
his pocket, an’ I haven’t it to give on the beg- 
garly wages for the long hours we have to work 
below here.”’ 


For a moment there was a pause. This was 
followed by a whispered conferenge, which 
compelled Sandie to lay his ear close to the wal} 
to catch their words; and his blood ran cold, as 
listening, way down there in the depths, he 
heard the fearful details of a plan to murder the 
manager of the mines. 

Fortunately, Sandie escaped with his terrible 
knowledge without having been discovered. 

Upon ascending the shaft he had stolen by a 
devious path to the manager’s house, and sought 
an interview with him, But the latter, who had 
been greatly annoyed by collective and indi- . 
vidual deputations from the dissatisfied miners, 
had become exasperated—his patience was ex- 
hausted, and he had given orders that none of 


4 


- 


ence. Failing to see the manager personally, 
Sandie had watched an opportunity, and ad- 


dressed the engineer, as related in the opening |. 


paragraphs of our tale. 

After the interview. as described, Sandie 
sauntered down toward the road, determined to 
make a second attempt to see the manager. .The 
fearful secret which he held burned his 
brain like a consuming fire; he knew that ever 
moment was precious; he had intended to tell 
what he had learned to the engineer, but the 
appearance of the tell-tale shadow upon the 
wall robbed him of his opportunity. One word 
which might be overheard would make him a 
marked man, and his life would not be worth a 
groat, " \ 

Sandie was no coward, nor did he fear to lose 
his life in a goodand humane endeavor to save 
the lives of others, as will be fully demonstrated 
before the ful] details of this story are finished; 
but he did not wish to cast his life away need- 
lessly, and without accomplishing the object 
for which he intended to risk it; and this was 
why his secret was unspoken, and he was driven 
away from his purpose for the present by the 
shadow, the substance of which he was fortu- 
nately warned in time, was not far distant, and 
was evidently upon his track. 

He had but just turned into the road, and had 
proceeded but a few paces, when he felt a heavy 
slap upon his back. He turned quickly and 
warily, and found himself face to face with a 
tall, brawny feliow, named Brad. This latter 
was a fierce, brutish, turbulent fellow, the bully 


and terror, when mad, of his fellow-workmen. 


He had been nicknamed Thumping Brad, owing 
to a fashion he had of closing the majority of 
all of his addresses to his companions with a 
fearful thump upon the back or shoulder. 

» ‘* Halloo, Brad!’’ said Sandie, ‘‘ is that you?’’ 
“* Ay, it’s me, an’ none other, Mr. Sneak!”’ 
Two sing red spots tinged the smut-cov- 

ered face of Sandie, as he answered tartly: 

‘‘ Be careful, Thumping Brad, to whom you 
throw your foul names, lest thee may throw 
an insult to the wrong chap, my man!”’ 

‘* Blast ye for just what I called ye, Sandie 
Carmichael; thou’rt a sneak! an’ that o’ the 
first water!”’ 

“Get thee thy” way, Brad; I’d not quarrel 
wi’ thee!’’ 


‘‘ Nay, but thou dursn’t quarrel wi’ me, nor 
wi’ any other good man; thou’rt not bold 
_ enough; there be too much o’ the whelp in thy 
breed! I told thee thou wert a cur, man! an’ 
now I tell thee thou’rt worse!’’ 

‘* Why do you seek to quarrel wi’ me? Iam 
not meddling wi’ thee!’’ 

._ “* Ay, but thou’rt not meddling alone wi’ me, 
but wi’ all o’ the men that are disgraced by 
working on the same gang wi’ thee!”’ 

‘How so? If ’tis true what you say, it’s 
unbeknown to me!”’ 

‘‘ Then, what didst thou with Jack Ralston, 
the engineer?”’ ; 

‘* Show me that it’s business o’ thine, an’ I 
will tell.’’ 


_ “ No, but I’ll show thee a much better trick 
than that shortly.” 

During this excited conversation, the two 
men had slowly moved along the road, and at 
the instant Thumping Brad gave utterance to 
his last threat, they had reached a pe of it 
which wound along beside a steep cliff, at the 
base of which struggled along its rocky bed a 
rapid stream which was supplied from the 
mountain which arose away from the opposite 
side of the road. 

Suddenly Brad grasped his companion by the 
shoulder, exclaiming: 

‘*Thou’lt go no further, man, until I know 
what was thy business with the engineer.’’ 

‘‘ Take your hand off me, Brad, or it will not 
2o well with thee, big and strong as thou art!”’ 

‘* Ay, and dost thou threaten a man like me, 
thou spooyy offspring o’ a strumpet!”’ 

These latter words, including the fearfully 
foul epithet applied to his mother, had but 
just left Brad’s lips, when Sandie, who was till 
now see to draw himself away, stopped 
suddenly and dealt his wanton insulter a power- 
ful slap upon his cheek. 


Surprise and rage struggling for the Seed 
Was expressed upon Brad’s countenance as, wit 
a fearful yell, he sprung forward, and attempted 
to seize his gallant chastiser by the throat. 

‘* Keep back, thou bully, or I'll deal thee 
worse than thou hast received!’’ cried Sandie, 
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the workmen should be admitted to his pres-|as he backed away 


from his opponent’s excited 
grasp, SS ker : 


CHAPTER II. 


As Sandie called out for his ruftianly compan. 


ion to keep back or he would deal more hardly 
with him, Brad exclaimed: pit 

‘‘ Blast ye, man! I'll have thy life for the 
blow ye gave me!”’ 

‘*Not mine, Brad, as long as I have an arm 
to defend myself,’’-replied Sandie. 

‘“Then defend thy head ’gainst that!’’ And 
Brad dealt a ponderous blow at Sandie; but in- 
stead of receiving it beside his head, as was in- 
tended, the latter threw up his arm scientifical- 


and stopped the. blow. Again and again 


ly, 

Brad tried to strike, but each time was foiled 
by the opposing arm.-of his. less powerful but 
more supple opponent, who only acted upon 
the defensive, and kept backing away, hoping 
that his antagonist would tire out and desist, 
but as each succeeding blow failed, Brad_ be- 
came more furious, and finally, with a horrible 
oath and a yell like a maniac, he sprung for- 
ward to close with Sandie. So suddenly did he 
make his spring, that the latter was caught; and 
now commenced a desperate struggle. On one 
side was strength, rage, and a fierce, murderous 
energy; on the other suppleness, skill, and cool- 
ness, coupled with a noble spirit of resistance 
against violence and brutality. 

To and fro, across the road, the combatants 
struggled; for an instant they would be upon 
the very verge of the cliff, apparently liable at 
any moment to fall over in a death grip, to be 
dashed to atoms on the rocks below. 

The place where this battle between the two 
miners was occurring, was part way down the 
hill from the mouth of the shaft, and just be- 


yond the point where it suddenly turned around 


the bluff, thus screening the combatants from 
sight, unless they might be discovered by some 
one coming up the road toward them, or by 
others down in the valley, but too far distant to 
interfere. 

For ten minutes the struggle for the mastery 
— without any advantages to either of 
them. 

Brad’s original design was to throw his op- 
ponent down, and then administer a severe and 
brutal kicking; but at length, in the mad frenzy 
occasioned by the unexpected resistance which 
he encountered, his intentions changed, and his 
wicked brain conceived a terrible project. He 
was the stronger, as far as man’s strength 
went, and taking advantage of this brute su- 
periority, he wound his great arms about San- 
die, and with fierce oaths and threats drew him 
toward the verge of the abyss. Nearer and 
nearer he pulled his intended victim, until the 
latter experienced a full conviction of his 
enemy’s intent, and he said, while gasping for 
breath, owing to the violence of his exertions: 

‘* You would murder me, Brad?’’ 

‘* Ay, man, a hundred times,”’ 

‘* You would throw me over the cliff?” 

**T surely will, thou whelp.”’ 

‘*Then thy death be upon thine own head, 
thou man of blood!” 

And as Sandie spoke, he gathered himself for 
one last effort, creyptns. his arms from his 
enemy’s loins to his hip, he threw one leg for- 
ward to assist in obtaining a well-braced foot- 
ing, then by a superhuman effort, aided by a 
certain knack, well known to experienced 
wrestlers, he raised Brad clean off his feet, and 
threw him quickly forward, so that the major 
part of the bully’s body hung suspended over 
the cliff. The victory was with Sandie. Brad 
was powerless, and as his distended eyeballs 
glared at the fearful depths beneath, a wild 
scream of terror burst from his lips. He was 
beyond his balance. Sandie had but to let go 
his hold, and down he would have shot upon 
the rocks beneath. 

‘* Promise not to molest me further, Brad, and 
I’ll pull thee back.”’ 

‘* Pull me back, man, for Heaven’s sake, lest, 
thou shouldst loose thy hold!’’ 

‘*T’ll not loose my hold until I will. Brad, 
if you o over thg cliff it is at my will!”’ 

‘Pull me back, and I’ll talk with thee!’’ 

“Nay, man, a word raises thee from thy 
peril; promise to let me go my way, and go 
thou thine, an’ I'll pull thee back!’’ 

‘* Back with me, man; ye have my promise!”’ 

As Brad rose to his feet, after having been 
drawn back from the cliff, he shook himself 
like a dog just out of the water, and scowling 


at Sandie, with a vengeful light in his inflamed 
eyes, he said, in a low, hoarse mutter: _ 

‘*'Ye hev my promise, Sandie Carmichael, 
but that bides but this day. I'll be-square with 
re yet, man, so thou’rt warned to heed thy- 
self.’ a 


‘‘T would not have an enemy, Thumping 
Brad, could I do aught to avoid, but if it so 
must be that thou and I must live with a bad 
spirit between us, I am thankful for the warn- 
ing thou hast given me; thy words mark thee as 
the aggressor, so I throw back to thee thy warn- 
ing. I would bid thee also mind thyself, for as 
thou hast but just learned, to thy sorrow and 
ee I’m not one to be any man’s foot- 

1? : | 

‘“* Ay, I hev so learned, and I'll not rest until 
I’ve cleared me of this defeat, by proving my- 
self the better man o’ the two in the end; so 
good day to thee, Sandie Carmichael, thou and 

will meet again, lest thou’rt the dog I first 
took thee to be, an’ shalt git thee gone through 
fear 0° me.”’ : 

‘*] know the latter would please thee best, 
Thumping Brad, so that thou couldst have a 
fair chance to boast of thy prowess, with none 
to dispute thee, and put thee to the proof; but 
I fear thee not, man, nor more like thee; an’ 
I’}l here remain until such time as some besides 
thy threats drive me hence!’ 

Brad returned back toward the mouth uf the 
shaft, while Sandie continued his way down 
the road a short distance, when, turning aside 
through a pathway which skirted the brow of 
the hill to his left, he proceeded rapidly toward 
a substantial-looking house about a quarter of 
a mile distant, whose peaked roof was partially 
visible through the opening in the fine grove of 
trees by which it was surrounded, As Sandie 
moved along at a rapid pace, his thoughts ° 
turned: upon the recent struggle, and as he 
neared the house, found utterance as follows: 

‘* For once I believe in my heart that fortune 
has smiled upon me. The dark fate which has 
followed me from my birth seems for once to 
have overlooked me, and has allowed one ra 
of sunshine to flash in upon my hitherto shad- 
owed life; but this battle with Thumping Brad, 
what will come of it? No greater evil, I trust, 
than the avowed ill-will of that brutal bully. 
And I believe that there is less danger in his 
avowed threats than in his secret enmity. Ay, 
it ay bring me friends. I do not believe the 
man is really liked; he has won the deference 
of his fellows by his overbearing, threatening 
behavior. Many of the men may fear him, and 
thus appear friendly, but I am satisfied that in 
their hearts they do not like him. Well, well, 
we will see; there must come a day when this 
shadow will] be lifted from over me, and I can 
walk the earth again a free, proud man, with- 
out a stain upon my character, or otherwise I 
may find peace and quiet in the grave.”’ 

Sandie’s further soliloquy was interrupted by 
the furious barking of a dog, and upon looking 
up suddenly, he found himself directly oppo- 
site the main gate leading to the house. Upon 
the piazza he beheld, twining the fresh sprouts 
of running vines about the lattice-work, the 
most beautiful and merry-looking young lady 
he had ever seen. 


Not until he closed the gate after him with an 
intentional slam did she become aware of any 
one’s approach, when, turning with a startled 
look of surprise, which enhanced the charm of 
her face, she awaited his approach. 

‘* Begging your pardon, miss, may I ask if 
the boss is at home?’’ 

**Do you mean Mr. Loder?” 

ee I do.’’ é 

** He has gone to Philadelphia.”’ 

‘** And when is he to return?”’ 

The young lady was about to reply when a 
shrill voice called from within: 

‘* Gertie, who on earth are you talking to?’’ 

_ ** A gentleman who is inquiring after Uncle 
Philip,’’ replied the miss. 

‘* A gentleman!’’ exclaimed the voice; and 
there was a hurried step, and the next instant a 
sharp-featured, cross-eyed woman appeared 
upon the piazza, and looking about quickly, 
she added: ‘‘A gentleman! why, where is 
the gentleman? I don’t see him!”’ | 

‘Then you must have grown very near- 
sighted since I was here last, Aunt Susan.”’ 

‘*Oh, do you call that a gentleman?” ex- 
claimed Aunt Susan, superciliously, as her eyes" 
fell upon Sandie. ‘* Why, dear, that’s only a 
miner! What.a start you gave me!” 

An indignant flush mantled Miss Gertie’s 


Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1873, by GkorGE MUNRO, in the office of the Librarian of Congress, Washington, D, C. 


r _———-- 


DOWN IN A COAL MINE. 


—_ — 


a a 


cheek as she said hotly: ‘‘Can’t a miner be a/ and was blinded to the more excellent qualities 
gentleman, pray?”’ which they pr , and which predominated. 

‘‘ You silly girl, go into the house at once,’’| One week previous to the opening of our 
said Aunt Susan, half angrily; then turning to| story, her niece, an orphan, and the only child 
Sandie, she said impatiently: ‘‘ Well, what do} of her brother who had died in California, had 
you want?”’ come on from the Golden City to reside perma- 

‘*T wish thee’d tell me when the superintend- | nently with her and her brother, the latter hav- 
ent will return.’’ ing been appointed guardian and the sole exec- 

‘‘T can’t tell you; he may not be home for a| utor of the estate which had been left by his 
week yet.” , brother; and this orphan niece was the beauti- 

‘* Don’t tell me that. He will be loose in| ful young git] who had dazzled the sight of the 
the mines before that time!’’ involuntarily ex-| miner upon his first approach, and who had 
claimed Sandie, irritated her aunt by calling him a gentleman. 

At this instant a scream of terror was heard| Her first address to Sandie, when she had 
within the house, when, without answering | sufficiently recovered from the shock after the 
Sandie’s last remark, Aunt Susan rushed in, | comprehension of the significant meaning of 
leaving the miner to wonder whether anything | his last words, were more considerate and less 
had happened to that angel-faced, sweet-voiced | impatient. She said: 
young creature who had called him a gentleman.| ‘* Have you come to threaten, or as a friend, 
to warn Mr. Loder?”’ : 

‘*T have come as a friend.’’ 

‘* Well, what have you to communicate? If 
I deem it of sufficient importance, I will tele- 

As previously intimated, there was a mystery | graph for my brother at once.” 
surrounding Sandie Carmichael. As faras his} ‘‘I think you hadst better do so, then, lady, 
fellow-workmen were concerned, the mystery! for I can assure thee that the danger is immi- 
consisted only in his unvarying exclusiveness, | nent.”’ , 
and owing to this exclusiveness, those who| ‘‘ Tell me why you think so?”’ 
would have been apt and able to detect some-| ‘‘ Well, I must tell thee, then, in confidence, 
thing beyond this peculiarity saw little of bim. | but thou canst rely upon what I tell thee. The 
Ralston, who was quite an intelligent man, had | men are greatly exasperated, an’ there have been 
observed that there was a cause for this strange | emissaries from the Carbondale and other dis- 
action, more than appeared upon the surface; | tricts, an’ they have added fuel to the flames; 
and as it is natural in the majority of cases for| and along wi’ that, Thumping Brad, who at all 
man to put the worst construction upon his| times is an evil-disposed man, has been secretly 
fellow-man’s acts, it was so in this case; and| and constantly working to increase the men’s 
up to the morning of the day that he had been | dissatisfaction and incite them to some deed of 
addressed by Sandie in relation to .trouble| violence; and from a conversation I overheard 
among the workmen, he had looked upon him | yestereen, I am convinced that he bas succeed- 
as a probable criminal, who was hiding from | ed, and at any moment an outbreak may be ex- 
the officers of the law. But that conversation | pected. To-morrow, if thee will remember, is 
led Ralston to think otherwise, and he made up| pay-day, and when the men get inflamed with 
his mind to seek the man’s friendship and con- | liquor, two or three such scamps as Brad can 
fidence, for he was now convinced that he had| easily incite them to any deed of violence. 
a history, and concluded, also, that it was not a| This, my lady, is the truth, an’ I think the peril 
common or ordinary one either. is great.” 

Had Ralston been present whea Aunt Susan or some moments Susan Loder was lost in 
rebuked her niece for calling him a gentleman, | thought; at length she said, at the same time 
and seen the strange look which, for a mo- | fastening her eyes keenly upon the face of San- 
ment, illuminated the miner’s face, he would | die: 
have been still more mystified, and have experi-| ‘‘ Can you be trusted to carry a dispatch to 





CHAPTER III. 


' enced a greater anxiety to learn more of his| the town, and see that it is sent off?’ 


previous history. ‘*T will pledge my life, my lady, to do faith- 
It was some five minutes before Aunt Susan | full whatever you may require.”’ 

returned to the piazza, after having been called} ‘‘I think I can trust you; but where is Mr. 

into the house by the scream. During this in-| Tilton, the assistant manager?’’ 

terval Sandie stood nervously kicking the dirt} ‘‘ He left the mines last night, so I have been 

in the pathway with the toe of his boot, while | told, to attend the funeral of a relative.”’ 

ever and anon he would look anxiously toward| ‘‘ And Mr. Ralston, the engineer?”’ 

the house, plainly betraying his readiness to; ‘‘ He is aware that the men are dissatisfied, 

rush in and be of service if necessary. but does not know the danger which moment- 
Looking at him scornfully, she said: arily threatens him.” 
** Well, haven’t you gone yet?’’ ** Would you oblige me by going to the shaft 
‘*T have not, lady. I am anxious to know/| and conveying a message to Mr. Ralston?’’ 

definitely at what time you expect Mr. Loder| ‘‘I would willingly do so, but it would be 

to return?” dangerous. If I could advise thee, lady, it 
‘*T told you once that I did not know. You| would be better to let me go with tbe dispatch 

men from the mines are getting very trouble- | at once, and avoid loss of time.’’ 

some of late.”’ Again Aunt Susan thought for a moment, 
‘* An’ I fear that more lately they are getting | and at length said: 

dangerous, my lady.”’ ‘* Well, I will trust you, and will go at once 
Instantly the face of the woman became! and write a dispatch.”’ 

deathly pale: she had noticed the earnest and| In a few moments Miss Loder returned, and 

solemn manner in which the miner had spoken, | handing what she had written to Sandie, she 

and a wild thrill of terror trembled through her! gave him specific directions, and concluded 

heart, as she comprehended the import of his| with the inquiry: 

words. ‘Do you think there is any danger to be ap- 
Aunt Susan was the manager’s maiden sister; | prehended to-night?”’ 

she was a resolute woman, about five-and-fofty|} ‘‘ No, not until after the men are paid off to- 

aeage of age, who had come to keep house for! morrow.”’ 

1er brother upon the death of his wife, some| ‘‘ But if my brother does not return they will 

twelve years previous; and during the twelve | not be paid.”’ 

years that she had lived with him she had| ‘‘ They will take the afternoon for a holiday, 

passed through many scenes of sorrow and | at any rate, an’ their not being paid will make 

peril. Three children, in quick succession, | them the more violent and quarrelsome.”’ 

had followed their mother to the grave, and the! ‘‘ Well, you are right; and you shall not lose 

eyes of each of these dear little ones had been | anything for your good conduct. Now speed 

closed by this faithful woman. Then, again, | thee to the town; here is money to pay your 

she had ministered for months beside her) livery hire.’ 

brother’s sick-bed, after he had been brought} ‘‘ Thank you, lady,’ 

home to ber one night, bleeding and mangled | and he turned away. 

by some parties who had never been discovered.| Five hours subsequent to the parting between 

Beneath her sharp, brusque, impatient manner | Sandie and the manager’s sistgr, the former was 

was hidden a truly noble disposition, and when | driving along slowly toward the village, after 

real troubles came, this woman, who could be| having performed his errand successfully, when, 

easily irritated by a mere trifle, would become | just as he came to a place where the mountain 

as patient and enduring as the most self-sacri-| torrent had cut a narrow gorge, the bottom of 

ficing heroine. She had one weakness marting | which, now dry, was on a level with the road, 

her otherwise noble character—she had an un- | he was suddenly startled by seeing the shadow 

warranted dislike and contempt for miners.|of a man thrown across his way, directly in 

Without stopping to study causes and effects, | front, as the moon for a moment shot over a 

she looked upon them as ignorant and turbulent, ' clear space between two rapidly drifting clouds. 





said Sandie, humbly, 
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i his hand in his pocket, he drew forth 
a pistol, and jerking his horse up suddenly, he 
leaped from his wagon, and with weapon ready 
cocked, said, in a calm, steady voice: 

‘* Who goes there?”’ =e 


CHAPTER IV. 


‘* Hist!’’ called a low voice, as Sandie ad- 
vanced toward his horse’s head. ‘‘ Old Joe is 
miner’s friend!’’ continued the voice. 

‘* Oh, is that you, Joe? Alack, man! but on 
a me a great start stealing out so stealthily 

rom the mouth of that gorge.”’ 

‘‘Injun is miner’s friend; miner was kind to 
Injun, gave Injun bread; miner’s life is in dan- 
ger, Injun come to tell him!"? 

‘Aha! that is how the land lays, is” it, 
Joe? Well, I am under obligation to thee, man, 
certainly.”’ , 

‘* Miner gave Joe bread, and Joe is miner’s 
friend.”’ 

‘* Speak out, man. From what quarter comes 
the danger?”’ 

‘This afternoon, Joe lay asleep at the she- 
bang; miners come in, two, three, more come; 
by and by they all thought Injun was drunk 
and asleep—couldn’t hear nothing; I[njun. al- 
ways sleep with one eye open, never closes both 
eyes. Miners have a talk, they say Sandie is 
an informer, a spy. Thumping Brad he told 
them so; then the miners got mad, and swore 
vengeance, and make a plan to kill you, and 
then they will go to the house of Mr. Loder, 
and burn it.’’ 

‘* Prithee, man, but this is fearful news ye 
have brought!” * 

‘* Joe was not a sleep; Injun heard it all; 
miners thought Joe was drunk.”’ 

‘* Do they know that I am upon this road to- 
night?” 

‘** Yes; and they are ambushed for you up 
near the shaft of the old burned coal mine.”’ 

‘* That is certainly an excellent place to select 
for the commission of murder!’’ 

‘Yes; road goes through the mountains 
there, white man couldn’t escape nohow.’' 

‘‘And you say, man, that after they have 
murdered me it is their intention to burn the 
superintendent’s house down?” 

‘** That is what they agreed upon; Injun heard 
them.”’ 

‘‘How did they know I was coming this 
road?”’ 

“ Thumping Brad had a spy upon your track 
—Aston’s boy was sent to watch your move- 
ments,’’ 

‘‘ Did they know the errand which took me 
to town?”’ 

ce Yes.”’ 

‘* Alack, man! but all this is serious. Are 
the men filled with liquor?’’ 

‘* No—not all; seme are, others filled with 
mad—they all swear to kill you.”’ 

Joe was a perfect type of the old-time Indian; 
quick to revenge a wrong, and equally quick 
and steadfast in renderiug a service for a serv- 
ice; and this was the reason that he had come 
to meet Sandie and warn him of impending 
danger. Upon numerous occasions, the latter 
had treated him kindly. 

Like the majority of his race, this old chief 
was shrewd and cunning, and possessed origi- 
nally such a powerful and vigorous frame, 
that, seemingly, neither time nor the hundreds 
of debauches upon which he had been appeared 
to have impaired his strength in the least. 

For a moment after Joe’s last remark noth- 
ing was said. Sandie revolved the situation in 
his mind; he was not a coward, but no man, 
no matter how brave, will willingly advance to- 
ward certain death when no good purpose is to 
be served, and then the odds, as in this case, 
were twenty to one against him. Had it not 
been for one statement the Indian had made, 
Sandie would have*turned back, and would’ 
have waited until daylight before attempting to 
return to the mining village, but Joe had said 
that it was the intention of the malcontents to 
kill him, and then burn the superintendent’s 
mansion. Another unfortunate circumstance 
was the fact that there was but one road to the 
mines. There was no roundabout way to re- 
turn except on foot, and that was a dangerous 
and circuitous path across the mountains, 
where, in the darkness, a traveler would run 
the risk of being precipitated down numerous 
shafts which had been sunk here and there by 
speculators searching for coal beds, There 
were also precipices over which one might un- 
wittingly walk, and be dashed to death on the 
rocks below. 
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At length, after thoroughly considering all 
the chances, Sandie determined to send Joe back 
with the horse and wagon toward the town, 
with instructions to return upon the following 
morning, while he undertook to reach the vil- 
lage on foot, and he said: 

‘* Joe, my man, I must reach the village to- 
night at all hazards.”’ 

“Then you must go across the mountain; 
can’t take horse and wagon across the mount- 
ain.”’ 

‘* No; but I can leave the horse and wagon 
bey you, aud then trip over the mountain on 
oot.” 

‘‘ Better wait until morning; no safe to go 
over the mountain to-night; no moon; no stars; 
miner walk to death, certain.’’ 

‘* No, I know the road pretty well, and I will 
be careful; my eyes are good.”’ 

‘Good eyes no good when white man got no 
stars; leave horse, and Injun will gotoo. In- 
jun find the way without stars.” 

‘* No, I can not leave the horse; you must 
drive back toward town, and bring the horse 
up in the morning.”’ 

‘‘ Injun white man’s friend, and will do what 
white man says; but better take Injun’s advice, 
never cross the mountain safe to-night!’’ 

“Then I must perish in the attempt; I will 
cross the mountain, or go ahead and take my 
chances with the enemy in front.,”’ 

‘‘ No chance in front; too many—ten, twenty 
miners; Sandie get killed certain.” 

‘‘ Then I will cross the mountain. You say 
zon are my friend; if you are you will do what 

want you.”’ 

‘‘Injun is Sandie’s friend, and will do what 
white man wants,’ 

‘** Very well, man, you return to town with 
the horse, I will give you money to pay for his 
keep; I must cross the mountain,”’ 

The Indian ceased to offer any further pro- 
test, and after some further instructions he 
jumped into the wagon and turned the horse’s 

ead toward the town, while the intrepid miner 


ascended the bank beside the road, and disap- 


peared like a shadow in the direction of the 
mountain. : | 

After the disappearance of Sandie, through 
the darkness, on his way over the mountain, 
Indian Joe drove on a short distance tuward the 
town, when suddenly turning the horse’s head 
about, he muttered: 

‘Injun is Sandie’s friend; Injun’s friend is 
in danger; Injun must not be away. Joe will 
drive to the village; miners at the shaft won’t 
kill Joe, Injun no enemy—yes, Injun will go 
back.” 

Knowing exactly where the intended murder- 
ers lay in ambush, he resolved to alight when 
he neared that point, and approach «hem on 
foot, so as to let them know that he was not the 
man whose life they sought, 

The night was pitchy dark, and as he rode 
along the road became rougher and narrower as 
it wound between the mountains whose rock 
sides rose abruptly on either side. It was a full 
mile from where he turned to the place by the 
sunken shaft, where the miners luy concealed; 
and owing to the roughness of the road and the 
darkness, he made but slow progress. But at 
length he became aware, by observing objects 
which stood out prominently, and were indis- 
tinctly visible in spite of the darkness, that he 
was nearing the vicinity of the deserted shaft, 
and springing from his seat he jumped out upon 
the ground, and was advancing toward the 
horse's head, when suddenly the deathly still- 
ness was broken by a fierce yell, succeeded by 
a blasphemous oath. A dark object hovered an 
instant in the air over bis head, then descended 
swiftly, cutting the darkness. There was 
heard a dull thud, and the faithful Indian fell 
in a heap upon the ground, as, with muttered 
oaths,a number of dark figures sprung up on 


-either side, and like so many shadows of evil 


omen, gathered about him. 


CHAPTER V. 


‘‘ Away with him to the shaft!’’ exclaimed 
he who appeared to act as leader to this gang of 
murderers. 

‘* What will we do with the horse and wagon, 
Brad?’’ inquired one of the men. 

‘‘ Blast the horse and wagon, man! Away, 

I bid ye, and throw the carcass of this informer 
and spy down the deserted shaft!”’ 
- ‘* But the horse and wagon will stand as testi- 
mony against us, man, if we don’t make way 
with that, too!’’ . 

Taking up the body of Indian Joe, supposing 
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that it was Sandie Carmichael, but owing to the 
darkness, unable to discover their mistake, they 
advanced, bearing it rapidly along the road un- 
til they came to a flat plateau, which stretched 
out upon the side of the road and terminated at 
the base of the mountain, which here surround- 
ed a small sunken area called Foolish Valley— 
a name it had earned owing. to the many un- 
successful attempts that had been made to sink 
a shaft which should reach a rich vein of coal, 
which was supposed to underlie it many feet 
down. 

‘*I tell thee, men, I like not this part of our 
bargain!” 

‘** Nor do I,”’ replied another; “‘ a bit of a riot 
for excitement might serve well enough, but 
the killing of this man is something different.”’ 

** Ay,’’ spoke up a third; ‘‘ but what’s to be 
done now? Drop the body over the shaft. 
Alack! but the man’s blood is not on thy hands 
or mine; Brad said it was a thrashing he intend- 
ed to give him,”’ 

‘* An’ that is so, truly,’’ said still another of 
the miners; ‘‘and we have no mote to do with 
the mapa murder than they that were not here 
at all.’’ 

“Is. the man dead?” inquired one of the 
men. 

‘‘ Ay, from the limpness of his limbs, I 
should say so,’’ replied one of the miners, as he 
raised one of Indian Joe’s arms and let it fall 
again loosely by his side. 

‘“‘ But wouldn’t ve take that as proof that he 
still had life in him? Tut, man, but I was al- 
ways told that the limbs of the dead were stark 
and stiff.’’ 

‘‘ Ay, man, after a season, but not to onct; 
this chap here is dead, most certainly, and if 
we toss him down the shaft, we will partake no 
amore of the.responsibility of his death than 
they that attend a funeral.’’ 

‘‘T wish I had had none o’ this,’”’ spoke up 
one of the men; ‘‘ I wouldn’t have minded a 
scrimmage, but this, lads, savors too much of a 
cowardly murder,”’ 

“ An’ that’s our way of thinking,’ cried 
others in chorus. , 

At this moment Thumping Brad came stalk- 
ing toward them. As he saw the body lying at 
the mouth of the shaft, he exclaimed fiercely: 

‘““A curse upon ye, an’ why haven't ye 
thrown the carcass of the informer over the 
brink?”’ 

‘* Tut, man, but thou’rt more impatient than 
though it were an honorable deed ye had com- 
mitted, instead of the murder of a man un- 
awares.”” 

‘* An’ call ye he a man who has been a spy 
upon his companions? Alack, comrade, but 
thou’rt drawing suspicion upon thyself. May 
be thou’rt a friend o’ the informer?’ 

‘* An’ thou liest, Thumping Brad, bully as 
thou'rt always, an’ the more a coward!”’ 

‘* Look you, and see what a coward I am!”’ 
and advancing suddenly, Brad seized the body 
of Joe in his powerful grasp, and raising it aloft, 
held it a moment over the edge of the pit, sud- 
denly’swinging it back for an instant, with a 
wild oath, he again plunged it forward, let go 
his hold, and sent the body twirling into the 
black depths of the shaft. 

‘*Thus perish all traitors! And now, com- 
rades, the night -grows apace, let’s away to the 
village; there’s more work to be done yet, and 
we’re the jolly boys to do it, too!”’ 

** Ay, ay, Brad, but you’re a friend o’ the lads 
all through, an’ I’ll be one o’ more to muzzle 
the pate o’ him who growls. Tut,.comrades, 
are we not men, and haven’t we the same right 
to make war for our rights as one king against 
another? Ay, but we have.’’ 

‘* Thou’rt right, Brownie!’’ spoke up several. 
‘* An’ it’s a vote that the lads who have grown 
chicken-hearted over the death of a bloody spy 
shall get away to their wives and leave the bat- 
tle for our rights to them as have more nerve.”’ 

‘That's the talk!’ said Thumping Brad, 
‘* but afore ye start, lads, let’s understand one 
another. e want only what is just and right; 
we have tried fair means to gain our just rights, 
and we have been met with insults and derision; 
we have been laughed at where we should have 
been treated with respect. If a miner don’t 
earn his pay, tell me, lads, who does?’’ 

‘*Thou’rt right, Brad!’’ cried a number of 
the men. 

‘* Ay, I know that I’m right, lads; do we not 
have to earn our bread fighting both fire and 
water? Isn’t the demon of the fire-damp always 
lurking in hidden crevices, ready at any mo- 
ment to spring forth and smother us? Ain't 
we always in peril of a flooding of the mine, the 


explosion of the deadly damp, or its fata! in- 
ee =e ied ‘ 

‘* Ay, ay, Thumping Brad, you’re right!”’ 

nf Piithee, but don’t ye all well know that I 
am right? And then, what cares the capitalist 
what becomes of us as long as he gets his 
dividends? No sooner are our graves filled in 
over us, than our places in the mine are filled 
also, and the rich man gets his profits all the 
same,” 
_** Hear! hear!’’ shouted the men, now 
wrought up to a frenzy by the words of 
Thumping Brad. 

And, alas! the miner's words were but too 
true, although he was a bad man himself, and 
only used the facts to inflame the miners so as 
to bring them to favor his own evil designs. 

Thumping Brad was naturally a discontented 
and turbulent fellow; he had been a leader of 
strikes before, and had learned by experience 
just the phrases to use to excite and anger bet- 
ter disposed men than himself. It is said that 
you can not assemble a dozen men together from 
a promiscuous crowd without finding at least. 
one bad man among them; and therefore it was 
not strange that, among two hundred miners, 
Thumping Brad found a few kindred spirits— 
enough to make a party sufficiently strong to 
influence their companions. 

And these now gathered around and encour- 
a Brad while making his speech; and so 
adroitly did the villain word his address, that 
when the men drew away from the mouth of 
the pit into which the body of Joe had been 
thrown, they were so worked upon as to be ripe 
for any devilish work which he might suggest; 
and with wild shouts, ‘‘ Let’s away to the house 
of the. manager, and level it by fire!’’ they 
hustled and crowded away toward the village. 





CHAPTER VI. 


THE human heart is a strange and mysterious 
study; and when Sandie Carmichael started 
upon his perilous journey across the mountain, 
humble miner as he was, he was urged forward 
by the same impulse which, upon many a tented 
field in ages gone by, has inspired noble knights 
to mingle in the clash and shock and danger of 
the journey. 

Sandie was in love. During the earlier hours 
of the day just past, he had become essed 
of new hopes, desires, and ambitions. He had 
gazed upon the lady who had led his heart cap- 
tive but once, and then only for a few brief mo- 
ments; and yet that one brief glance had left an 
impression which was to remain until the grave 
covered all of his earthly hopes and desires. 

An intonation of a voice, a peculiar smile, an 
expression which betrayed a certain trait of 
character, or emotion, or longing of the heart 
has, in millions of cases, captured the affections 
of another heart, and held them through long 
after-years of suffering and trial; and thus it 
was with Sandie Carmichael, the collier; it was 
not the beautiful face or the lovely form of the 
creature that had made his heart throb with a 
new sensation —it was the kindly tones in which 
a voice had expressed surprise that any one 
should doubt that a man could be a miner and 
also a gentleman. 

Under ordinary circumstances Sandie would 
not have attempted a passage across the mount- 
ain, but one clause of Indian Joe’s information 
would have caused him to walk straight into 
the jaws of death, if, by the sacrifice of his own 
life, he could be of service to another. 

The night, as previously stated, was unusu- 
ally dark, and Sandie, who was a comparative 
stranger, had only traveled the mountain but 
once, and was consequently compelled to de- 
pend more upon chance, good fortune, and in- 
stinct, than his eyesight and any prior knowl- 
edge of the road. 

till bravely upward and onward through the 
darkness he clambered over the rough and cir- 
cuitous path, never halting nor hesitating, one 
thought only animating his heart—a desire to 
reach the manager’s house before the strikers. 

After a two hours’ walk, without accident or 
alarm, he came in sight of the lights of the vil- 
lage. His face was pale and his breath short 
and quick, as he glanced in the direction where 
the manager’s house was situated. He feared 
that he might see the flames roaring in full 


| blast, or else behold the smoldering ruins. 


But no; no lights were visible, but the few dim 
lights which cast their faint rays through the 
miners’ cottage windows, 

‘‘ Thank God!’’ cried Sandie, with reverent 
enthusiasm, ‘‘ there is a chance that I may yet 
be in time!”’ 
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The lights in the cottage windows served as 
a guide; and by their aid Sandie was enabled to 
increase his pace, as he had passed over the 
most dangerous portion of the way, and a few 
moments brought him to the road. But just as 
he slipped down the bank, a sound smote upon 
his ear which sent a shudder throngh his frame; 
it was the yells and shouts of the strikers now 
just returning. Wild laughter, mingled with 
oaths and curses, plainly proved that they were 
maddened with liquor. 

‘* They’re crazy drunk!’’ was Sandie’s audi- 
ble comment, ‘‘ They have been carousing at 
the Devil’s drinking-place down the road, and 
now that their reason and*sense have fled, the 
will be ripe for any kind of wantonness. 
must away to Ralston’s. I'll be no match for 
those drunken demons alone and unaided.”’ 

With a quick, vigorous step, Sandie hastened 
away toward Ralston’s lodgings, Having ar- 
rived there, he rapped at the cottage door; the 
engineer opened it himself. 

‘* Ah! is that you, Carmichael?’’ exclaimed 
the engineer, in surprise. ‘‘ Why, man, what 
brings you here at such an hour? Is anything 
wrong?” 

‘“‘ Ay, sir; I fear there will much wrong be 
done before morning; a gang of men under the 
Jead of Thumping Brad are already on the way 
to burn Mr. Loder’s house!’’ 

‘* Great heavens!’’ cried Ralston, ‘‘is this 
true?” 

‘“ Ay, only too true! and lest you and I be 
quick, their devilish work will be accomplished 
before we can fly to the rescue, and then our 
chances will be slight for saving the house. 
‘There are at least twenty of them, and they are 
all mad with rum.”’ 

Shortly after, Ralston and Sandie started for 

the house of the manager, resolved ut least to 
warn and rescue the family, if unable to do 
more... 
When they reached that part of the road 
where Sandie and Thumpipvg Brad had had 
their encounter, upon looking over the side of 
the cliff, they beheld a sight which filled them 
with the direst apprehension; marching in pro- 
cession, headed by several of the men bearing 
torches, were at least one hundred of the 
miners. | 

‘* They’re in full headway for mischief now, 
Mr. Ralston,’’ said Sandie. 

‘Yes; and unless we take a short cut across 
the road, they will reach Loder’s before us; 
they will go to the lower road and cross the 
fields from the stream.”’ 

‘* T fear the house is doomed, Mr. Ralston.’’ 

‘* There is once chance still remaining to save 
08 hasten to the house and remove Miss 
Loder and the young lady to my lodgings, and 
I will meet the men and try and pacify them 
for the present.”’ 

The two men now separated. Ralston started 
off on a run down the road, while Sandie 
branched off through a pathway toward the 
manager’s residence.. 


CHAPTER VIL. 


‘Rap! rap! went Sandie’s fist against the 
door of the manager’s house, and after a few 
moments a sash was raised and a female voice 
called out: ' 

** Who’s there? and what is wanted?’’ 

‘“'You are in danger, lady,’’ cried Sandie; 
‘‘ the men have become excited with rum, and 
are marching like so many demons toward this 
house. More than once they have threatened 
that they would burn it. I have come to warn 

rou.” 
F ‘Great heavens!’’ exclaimed Miss Loder; 
** what shall we do?’’ 

‘* You had better arouse all the inmates at 
once and come down, when I'll lead you toa 
place of safety until the excitement is over.”’ 

‘* T will not leave the house! I shall stay and 
defend it!” 

‘‘It would be better, lady, that the house 
pag burn than that ye should lose your 

ives,”’ 

‘‘I have met rioters before; I will not fly 
without an effort to save my brother’s prop- 
erty.”’ 

“And will you have the young lady I saw 
here to-day remain and run the risk of being 
abused and insulted?” 

‘Mercy! I had forgotten about Gertie.” 

“Ay, but I thought thou wert thinking more 
of the house, lady; but if I could advise thee, I 
would say that the chances would be better to 
save the house, if you would seek safety with 
thy niece.”’ 
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‘*T will think of it; but will you cross over 
the rear lot and summon Mike? And by the 
time you return with him we will be ready for 
whatever may appear best to do.”’ : 
When Sandie returned, after rousing Mike, 
he found Miss Loder and her niece, with their 
servant, on the piazza; they were cowering at 
one side, watching with terror a group of 
miners, who had come to a halt and were ap- 
parently holding a consultation, on the brow of 
a hill about half a mile distant across lots. 

The torches which they carried revealed them 
lainly, and in the flickering light they looked 
ike so many ghouls come forth from the caverns 
of the earth. 

Unconsciously Miss Loder felt herself con- 
strained to put implicit confidence in Sandie; 
and when Mike joined them, she directed that 
he should. remain with Sandie, to protect the 
house, while she and Gertie sought the resi- 
dence of the assistant manager. 

‘* But will you dare to go alone?”’ 

*‘ Certainly,’’ replied Miss Loder; ‘‘ and were 
it not for Gertie, I would dare to remain!”’ 
‘‘The men are in motion again, Mike,”’ said 
Sandie, after the females were gone. 

‘‘ Whist, now, Sandie, me boy, what’s this?’’ 
and as Mike spoke, he seized the miner by the 
shoulder with one hand, turned him around, 
and with the other pointed to a dark form steal- 
ing along by the garden pickets. 

‘T’ll soon find out what and who it is,’’ said 
Sandie, as he stepped off the stoop and stealthily 
advanced toward the mysterious figure. As he 
neared the gate, he saw the man, for as such he 
now recognized the object, crouched down be- 
side the gate. 
‘** Who is there?”’ said Sandie. 

‘Indian Joe, white man’s friend.’’ 

‘* Alack, man, is that you?’’ cried Sandie, in 
surprise. ‘‘ Why, I thought you had gone back 
to town with the horse.”’ : 

‘‘ The horse is lost—Joe almost lost, too."’ 

‘““Why, man, how is that? What befell 
ou?”’ ; : 

‘‘Injun white man’s friend—Injun ’fraid 
white man be in danger—Injun no drive to 
town—turn toward village—miners met Injun 
—strike him on the head with a club. Ugh! 
Injun know nothing—first Injun know, aa 
down shaft—Injun caught something—no fal 
—climb up—see miners go’ ’way—Injun follow 
—Injun here to help his friend.”’ 

From the Indian’s manner Sandie inferred 
that he had met with an adventure. 

‘* Are you badly hurt, Joe?’’ 

‘* No; Injun only stunned—Injun got hard 
head—ugh! Injun knows who struck him!”’ 
At this moment Sandie recognized the ap- 
proach of another person, who proved to be the 
inside boss. The man had evidently been run- 
ning hard, and for a moment could not speak; 
but upon recovering his breath, he said: 

** Are you Carmichael?”’ 

** That is my name.”’ 

* All right! I have just come from Mr. Ral- 
ston’s house, and was told that he had come 
down here with you.’’ 

‘* Yes; he started from the house with me, 
but we separated at the ledge: the men have 
been excited,‘and are now maddened with 
liquor, and as there is a rumor that they intend 
to burn the manager’s mansion, he has gone 
down to try and persuade them from their evil 
urpose.”’ 

‘**T wish him luck; but I have not much faith 
in his success. I have been among the men, 
and they are dead set in their purpose.”’ 

‘* Thou’rt of the same opinion as myself; and 
how stand you in the matter, dare you take a 
hand against them to save Mr. Loder’s prop- 
erty?’’ 

x Yes, I dare; I will lose my life before they 
shall burn a picket with my consent.’’ 

‘Then I bid thee welcome, man, for there’s 
going to be hot work, methinks, before day- 
light.”’ 

ee Ay, thou’rt right; already they are upon 
the march again; the engineer has been unable 
to-restrain them!’’ and the foreman pointed to- 
ward the advancing torches. 

‘‘T wish Ralston was with us.”’ 

‘* Finding that he has failed with them, he 
may hasten here; a sober man steps quicker 
than those reeling drunkards.’’ 

The four men now passed around to the rear 
of the house, and watched the approach of the 
strikers; .after a few moments they saw the fig- 
ure of a solitary man coming toward them. 

‘* There comes Ralston,’’ said the foreman. 
*‘T hope thou’rt right, man, for we need his 
presence sorely.”’ 


** Ay, but I am right, for it is him surely.’ 

The foreman was correct in his surmise, and 
in a moment Ralston joined them. 

** Who have we here?’’ he exclaimed, as he 
approached. 

‘“* Four determined men, besides yourself,’ 
replied Sandie. , 





CHAPTER VULI. 


* STanpD!”’ 

Thus called Ralston from the second-story 
window of the manager’s house, as the yelling, 
reeling miners came crowding across the rear 
lawn. 

.The voice of the engineer was at once recog- 
nized, and the decided and imperative manner 
in which he spoke caused the men for a mo- 
ment to come to a halt. Brad, their leader, 
was furious. He cursed and threatened, and 
urged his followers forward. 

** Hang ye!’’ he fairly screamed, ‘‘ for a lot 
of cravens and cowards, that ye should be 
frightened by the voice of one man. Away with 
ye, and toss yer firebrands through the win- 
dows, and level the grasping millionaire’s house 
with the ground!”’ 

‘* Ay, Brad; but there may be more than the 
engineer within the house, and they have the 
law with them, too.’’ 

‘**Take that, ye yelping cur,’’ shouted Brad, 
in a towering rage, as he struck the miner who 
had spoken a heavy blow on the head with his 
sputtering torch, 

‘** Blast ye, Brad, would ye set me afire?’’ 
exclaimed the miner, fiercely. 

‘* Ay, that I. would, a thousand times, an’ 
thou dost not hold thy prate, thou descendant 
of a race of * bleaters.’ ”’ 

“ Thou’rt a liar, Brad! big as thou’rt, man, 
an’ that to thy teeth, too.”’ 

‘* And I have no time to parley, lest I’d un- 
hinge thy jaws for calling me a liar; but 
take the brand, and fire the house as I bid ye!”’ 

‘* An’ hast thou not a brand in thine own 
hand? Go thou an’ fire the house, an’ not ask 
others to do what thou fearest thyself.” 

The men had all awaited the issue of this sud- 
den outbreak between Brad and one of their 
companions. 

‘* What ails the man, Brad?’’ inquired one of 
his followers. 

‘Baste him over the head again with your 
torch!’’ cried another. 

‘*Send him home to his wife and the rest of 
the women!”’ cried a third. 

~** You had better all return to your wives and 
the rest of the women,’’ called Ralston; ‘‘ or it 
may be that some of you miay never return!”’ 

‘* Come out 0’ the house, man,.an’ thou would 
save thy life.” ' 

**No; I will not come out, men; and you 
will find yourselves better off to take my advice 
against those who would urge you to violence!”’ 

** You will burn with the house an’ ye don’t 
come out, man!”’ 

‘* Nay; but I'll send a ball into the brain of 
the man who comes a step nearer the house 
with a blazing brand! We are armed, and will 
use our Weapons, too, in defense of the prop- 
erty.” 

a We must let them know that we are in 
earnest,’’ said Ralston, as he raised his cocked 

istol and fired at a man who was just prepar- 
ing to fling his torch. 

One shriek of agony succeeded the engineer’s 
shot, and then followed a moment of death-like 
stillness. 

When Ralston fired, for a moment the men 
were paralyzed with surprise, and they gathered 
around their wounded comrade to learn the ex- 
tent of his wound. It took but a moment to 
satisfy themselves that the man was dying; al- 
ready, as they held their torches near his face, 
they recognized the ashen paleness of approach- 
eee 

he man was beyond the power of speech, 
but he was evidently perfectly conscious, as 
his eyes rolled restlessly, and several times he 


tried to use his fluttering breath to say some- 


thing. But no, he could not; and finally he 
drew one long gasp, and then his eyes assumed 
the wild ahd steady stare of death, his jaw fell, 
a slight, nervous tremor came over his frame, 
and all was over. To him the great mystery 
of the beyond was no longer a mystery; he had 
passed from the riot, and gloom, and violence 
of the last few hours into a Presence where thee 
miner and the king are judged alike, and where 
all of the wrongs of mortality are impartially 
adjusted, and where the wealth and capital of 
the whole universe can not affect the even bal- 


ance of justice one ‘‘ jot nor tittle.’ Here the 
miner and the director stand equal before 
divine law. 

One of the miners had been kneeling beside 
the wounded man, and the moment he saw that 
all was over, he arose to his feet and said: 

** Mates, I’d rather ‘matters had not come to 
this pass, an’ I call upon all of ye to bear wit- 
ness that up to this moment I had counseled 
peace; but now!’’ and the miner’s face assumed 
a terrible expression as he repeated, ‘‘ but now 
the blood of our murdered mate calls for venge- 
ance!” ; 

‘* Ay, ay! Hear! hear!’’ shouted the balance 
of the men, and again, with wild shouts, they 
advanced toward the house. 

During the time that the rioters had been 
gathered around their dying companion, Sandie 
and his companions had ascended to the roof, 
and also had ventured out of the doors at other 
places, and had extinguished all of the burning 
torches. While they were still upon the lower 
balcony, the man who was addressing the 
miners had just concluded his speech, and as 
the men made a rush toward the house, they 
saw the men, who were just about to re-enter, 

- ** Blast them!’’ shouted several of the men; 
* those are the chaps that fired upon our mate!”’ 
And they made a dash at them. Sandie’s com- 
panions were already within the hall, but the 
latter had lingered a moment to kick a burnin 
brand off the stoop, and had but just arial 
when the men were upon him. Realizing at 
once that he could not reach the door, Sandie 
turned to face the men, intending to struggle 
until the last; but the instant the men caught 
sight of his features, by the aid of their torches, 
- they all started back with exclamations of ter- 
ror, as though 4 gaping chasm had suddenly 
opened at their feet. . 

‘‘ A wraith! a wraith!’ yelled one of them. 

‘‘ A what?’’ cried Thumping Brad. 

‘‘ Sandie Carmichael’s ghost!—the man we 
threw down the deserted shaft!’’ was the an- 
swer.. 

__‘*Go thou to thy home, Brad, and call off 
these men that thou dost lead to wrong, or it 
will be"the worse for thee, man!’’ Sandie cried. 

‘‘ Blast ye, Sandie Carmichael! ye can not 
frighten me! By some miracle it seemeth that 
thou’rt still in the land of the living!’’ And as 
Brad spoke, he made a lunge at Sandie, but the 
latter sprung back, slipped and fell against the 
door, which, not having been fastened, yielded, 
and let him fall forward upon the floor of the 
hallway. 

‘‘ Come on, lads!’’ shouted Thumping Brad, 
as he rushed in the door, and planted his heavy 
foot on Sandie’s breast before he could rise to 
his feet. . ‘‘Come on, mates,’’ he repeated, 
‘the citadel is ours! down with the dainty 
home of .a miser and oppressor!”’ 

Seeing Brad within the door, a large number 
of the men who did not know what had driven 
their companions back, rushed forward with 
wild shouts of triumph and exultation. In the 
meantime, Brad had made an effort to fasten 
his foot upon Sandie’s neck. ‘The latter strug- 
ged manfully, but having been taken at a 
disadvantage, and having injured one of his 
arms in his fall, he finally felt that he would 
have to give up the struggle, when, just at that 
instant, a dark figure stole down the stairway, 
and Thumping Brad received a blow which sent 
him prostrate across the door-way, right at the 
feet of the advancing miners who had come to 
his assistance. 

Ralston and the inside boss, hearing the tu- 
mult in the hall below them, and judging that 
the men had effected an entrance, also came 
rushing down-stairs; and as Sandie and Brad 
were raised to their feet by their respective 
friends, a terrible struggle began in the pas- 
sage. Oaths, curses, and yells of pain were 
mingled as the fierce contest progressed in the 
darkness. Suddenly a lurid light was flashed 
upon the combatants, and a wild chorus arose 
without, as with shouts of demoniac laughter 
and triumph, the cry sped from mouth to 
mouth: ‘‘ The place is on fire!’’ 





CHAPTER IX, 


In one brief hour, succeeding the significant 
shout recorded in our last chapter, the once 
handsome residence of Mr. Loder, the manager, 
was a mass of smoking ruins; and within that 

rief hour also two brave men had been terribl 
injured, and possibly maimed for life. Wit 
the fire raging about them on every side, the 
infuriated miners had continued the assault 
within the hallway of the house, and the de- 


fenders had maintained a stubborn resistance. 
Ralston and the inside boss at length fell, bat- 
tered and bleeding, upon the floor; the fire had 
now gained such headway that their assailants 
were compelled to fly or risk being suffocated, 
and the fierce battle ceased. 

Sandie and Indian Joe carried their wounded 
companions out and bore them away; fortu- 
nately, in the excitement, being énatiled to do so 
without attracting attention, as in the confusion 
it was impossible to recognize friend from foe. 

The flames had been seen from the village, 
and had attracted hither crowds of women and 
their older children; and as is usually the case, 
the reason assigned for the firing of the man- 
sion was the death of a miner by Ralston’s shot. 
The cause which led to the discharge of the 
weapon was entirely ignored, and the new- 
comers, and more especially the women, were 
greatly excited and indignant, and as a matter 
of course applauded the burning of the house, 

At last the day dawned. The scene of the 
events just recorded was in an entirely new dis- 
trict. The mine had been but six months in 
what might be termed really successful opera- 
tion, and in the immediate vicinity of theework- 
ing there was nothing but wild and unbroken 
country, and the many schemes already com- 
menced to bring the village in more timely com- 
munication with the more settled districts had 
not yet been completed. 

The nearest town was eleven miles distant, 


over a new, rough, and dangerous road. A’ 


cutting had already been commenced for a 
branch railroad, which was to connect the 
mines with the main road, and thus send the 
product of the mines in a more rapid and direct 
route to the seaboard cities. At present it was 
transported in cars over tramways on the opposite 
side of the mountain to the river, where it was 
loaded upon boats and carried many hundreds 
of miles in a roundabout way. - This total isola- 
tion of the mines favored the riotously disposed 
miners, and thus it was that without any moles- 
tation, except from the brave Ralston and his 
companions, they were enabled to. carry on 
their work of destruction. 

When the assistant manager returned, about 
noon upon the day following the night of the 
riot, he was astonished at what had occurred. 

He heard the miners’ story first. Their ver- 
sion of the affair was that they had gone to Mr. 
Loder’s house to present a petition in a peacea- 
ble manner, without knowing that he was 
away, and that while crossing the lawn, with- 
out a word of warning, they were fired upon, 
and one of their number killed; then, in the 
excitement of the moment, they proceeded to 
extremes, and smarting under a sense of wrong 
and outrage, fired the house. 

The first thing the assistant manager did was 
to imperatively forbid the sale of any more 
liquor to the men, and being a humane and just 
man, he had all the workmen assembled at the 
pay office, when he made a conciliatory ad- 
dress, urging them to return to work and await 
quietly and peaceably the principal manager’s 
return, when he doubted not matters could be 
agreeably settled to the satisfaction of all con- 
cerned. 


A part of the men appeared disposed to fol- 
low the assistant manager’s advice, and would 
have returned to work, had not Thumping 
Brad, and the few unruly spirits who fully 
sympathized with him, again interfered with 
their pernicious counsels. 

During the course of the afternoon Sandie 
Carmichael had occasion to go to the village 
upon an errand for Miss Loder. The latter did 
not think of the risk that the friendly miner 
would run, or she would not have sent him; 
neither would Sandie have gone, were it not 
that he was a brave man, who could not be 
frightened off from his purpose by a merely 
threatened danger. 


Upon the previous, when Miss Loder 
and Gertie had started to a place of refuge 
from the fury of the mob, the latter had in- 
quired concerning Sandie, and what his position 
was in the mine. 


‘*He is but a simple miner,’ 
Loder. 


‘* He is more than a simple miner in reality,”’ 
said Gertie, in significant tones, 

‘‘This idea of yours is merely the fanciful 
romance of a young girl; because this man has 
shown himself brave and generous, you wish 
to make a hero of him at once; but, my dear 
child, bravery among miners is such a common 
quality, that if we should surround every brave 
and generous one among them with a halo of 
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romance, we should have our mines filled with 
heroes, and not ordinary brave, steadfast men.’’ 

** You are not very observant, my dear aunt, 
or re would have recognized equally as soon. 
as I did a reason for believing that the man 
Sandie has a history.” 

‘** Well, what do you observe so remarkable: 
about him, Gertie?” 

‘“*T observed that when he first spoke to you 
he used the ordinary idiom of the miners; but 
when he became earnest, he spoke with the 
nicety and correctness of a courtier; and in 
spite of the grim and smut upon his features, 
his eyes beamed with intelligence far above 
his seeming condition.”’ 

‘* Fudge, Gertie! you are a romantic young 
irl! Even admitting what you say is true, what 
oes it prove?”’ 

‘*It proves that for some reason the man is 
living an assumed character; that he is a well- 
educated man, trying to conceal the fact, and 
only at times unwittingly betrays himself. 
That man, aunt, is living a disguised life.”’ 

‘“That may-all be true, Gertie; it is not an 
unusual thing ‘for criminals, fugitives from 
justice, to aces refuge in the mines. A man of 
this character was arrested in one of the mines. 
which your uncle superintended some years 
ago, and he proved to be a man not only well 
educated, but one who had once been wealthy, 
and had moved in the highest circles of society. 
He was formerly a bank president, who had 
turned out a defaulter. He was a miner for 
two years before he was discovered and ar- 
rested.”’ 

‘‘But do you think, aunt, that this man’s. 
conduct, of whom we are speaking, has evinced 
anything which would indicate a criminal 
heart?” 

‘* Well, Gertie, I do not wish to pierce the 
glamour of romance which you are trying to 
throw around an ordinary miner, who has 
merely performed a conscientious duty, but | 
will tell you that this extemporized hero of 
yours is noted as one of the most slovenly men 
about the mines. Heis nicknamed ‘ Dirty-faced 
Sandie,’ from the fact that no one has ever seen 
him with what might be called a really clean 
face. He may be a hero; Gertie, but he is a 
dirty-faced one, and consequently can not 
amount to much after all.”’ 

As Gertie was about to reply, the subject of 
their conversation appeared, coming around the 
side of the house. Miss Loder called to him, 
and when he approached, she said: 

‘* Are you going to the village now upon my 
errand, Sandie?”’ | 

“Yes, lady, I was about going; an’ I'd have 
gone sooner, only Mr. Tilton kept me a season 
making inquiries about the last night’s byrn- 
ing.”’ 
“There will be no risk to yourself in going 
to the village?”’ | 

‘‘T trust not, lady; any way, not more to-da 
than at some future time, an’ I may as well 
havé done with it.’’ 

‘*T would not have you go if I thought you 
ran any danger.” 

‘*T think I can run clear of it, lady, if I meet 
any.’’ And Sandie turned to go, when Gertie 
called to him, and said: 

‘* Would it not be better for you to wait un- 
til the return of Mr. Loder?”’ 

Sandie’s face flushed beneath the dust and 
grime upon it, as he replied: 

‘Thank ye, miss, but I can be circumspect, 
an’ I think I have little to fear; last night’s 
violence has appeased the anger of my mates 
for the present, an’ 1 don’t think I really run 
any risk.”’ 

“Well, if you are really going to the village, 
you.can perform a little commission for me.”’ 

‘* An’ I’d be honored, miss, if you would use 
my service.”’ ; 

‘* Wait a moment, and I will prepare a pack- 
age which I wish left at Widow Praham’s 
house.”’ 

Gertie entered the house, but came out again 
in a few minutes, and handing Sandie a pack- 
age, told him what she wished him to do with 
it, when the latter turned about and took his 
way to the village, little dreaming into what a 
desperate strait this litle errand for Gertie was 
destined to lead him—a peril greater than any 
he had yet encountered. 





‘CHAPTER X. 


‘¢Taatr Sandie bears a charmed life, mates.’’ 
Thus spoke Thumping Brad, to a knot of his 
companions who were gathered about him on 
the stoop of the village store. 





. ‘Ay, that he-does, or else some other inno- 
cent chap has suffered in his stead; an’ it was 
not he at all that you thumped upon the head.”’ 
_ *“* An’ it must have been he, for did not I my- 
self watch him leaving in the buggy to carry a 
message over to town?’” 

‘An’ if thou’rt of that opinion, it will stand 
us in hand not to trouble the chap further; 
there's a mystery about the man at best, lads.”’ 

‘“An’ would ye let the death of Mills, our 
mate, go unavenged?”’ 

‘“* No, not I,’’ spoke one of the men. 

** Nor I,’’ said another. 

“Nor I! Nor I!’’ came successively from 
the balance. ‘‘ If we believed that it was he 
who fired the fatal shot.”’ 

‘* You know it was he,”’ said Brad. 

‘Then we will send word to the brother. 
hood’s chief, and let him send one of the Secret 
Band; it’s not necessary that any of our mates 
should run the risk of a halter for such as he!”’ 

During the foregoing conversation, Sandie 
Carmichael had entered a miner’s house near by, 
and was just oe thence again, when Thump- 
ing Brad exclaimed: 

‘* IT say, mates, barring the shooting of Mills, 
the chap there deserves a ducking in the stream 
beyond, for turning informer against his com- 
rades! What say ye, men? ‘twill not hurt him 
bodily, but will learn him better tricks next 
time.” . 


The men seemingly acquiesced in Brad’s 
proposition, when the latter, as Sandie ap- 
proached, sung out: 

‘‘A word with thee, friend Carmichael, av 
ye please?” — 

Sandie stopped short; a red tinge dyed both 
cheeks, and an angry light shone in his eyes, 
as he replied: 

‘‘T want not to hold any parley with thee, 
Brad; thou’rt my sworn enemy by thine own 
admission.’’ 

‘“Not I more than the rest of thy mates, 
man; thou’rt a sneak and a coward; and what 
is worse, an informer against thy comrades,”’ 
And as Brad spoke, he advanced toward San- 
die threateningly, adding: ‘‘ Thou’st earned a 
ducking, man, an’ we’ll give it thee.’’ 

Sandie drew slowly backward as Brad ad- 
vanced, and said: 

‘‘TIf my mates have aught against me, I'll 
render them such satisfaction as they wish, but 
with thee I’ll have nothing to do.”’ 

‘Ay, but thou whelp, I'll have to do with 
thee; no doubt, with thy glib tongue, coward 
as thou art, thou mightst beg off from thy de- 
serts;’’ and Brad raised a buckthorn stick which 
he carried in his hand, as though about to 
strike. ~ 
_ “* Thou liest, Thumping Brad!’’ exclaimed 
Sandie, hotly, ‘‘ when thou callest me a coward; 
an’ if thou darest to strike me with your stick, 
I'll put the daylight through thee.”’ 

*“ Ay,.mates, how is this? Who was the cur 
that shot our comrade, Mills, if not this whelp, 
who falls back so quickly upon his pistol?"’ 

‘* Hold on, mates, an’ allow me to say one 
word,’’ said Sandie, as the riotous miners, 
urged by their leader, advanced toward him. 

** Nay, nota word, thou coward,’’ cried Brad, 
thou canst not sneak out of this scrape as thou 
didst from the shaft yesternight.”’ 

‘* 1 do not wish to sneak out of anything, nor 
do I fear you; I wish only to tell the truth, and 
then | will take the conequences for anything I 
have said or done.”’ 

‘* Let the man speak,”’ said one of the miners: 
‘it’s nothing but fair to hear what he has to 
say.’ 

‘‘ Ay, let him speak,”’ cried another, ‘‘ though, 
curse me, if I think he can explain going against 
the men.” 

‘* Mates,”’ he said, ‘‘ Il am not against you. I 
sympathize in all that you have demanded. I 
know that men in some of the mines are getting 
that which ye would ask, and in asking an in- 
crease ye are right; but as men, I’d like to ask 
ye if it is right to burn down a house over the 
heads of two innocent women? Is it right to 
resort to bloodshed? Two wrongs don’t make 
a right, and ye wrong yourselves more than ye 
are wronged, when ye do anything unbecoming 
brave men. Iam not an informer, and I believe 
myself the best friend of my mates, when I try 
to keep them from acts of violence and the coun- 
sels of those who would urge them against their 
best interests.”’ ! 

‘* An’ ye mean the last slur for me?’”’ growled 
Brad. 

‘“*] mean it for whoever the shoe fits.’’ 

“* An’ [ll crush thy skull in for thee, thou 


DOWN IN A COAL MINE. 


lying informer!’’ cried Brad, again. raising his 
stick and advancing threateningly. 

Sandie’s words had been well received by a 
majority of the miners, and when Brad started 
forward as though to strike him, several of them 
interfered, and their good-will toward Sandie 
was increased by the bold, unflinching attitude 
which he assumed. 

‘*T am, an’ wish to be, your friend, mates; 
an’ ye will find me on your side against the 
bosses as long as ye avoid unnecessary violence 
an’ bloodshed.’’ 

‘* But who shot Mills? Who shed the first 
blood?’ cried Brad, tauntingly. 

** Not I,”’ replied Sandie, as the countenances 
of the men again began to glower. 

‘* An’ if not thou, man, who, then, was it 
that shot down our mate in cold blood?”’ 

‘** Not me, I tell thee, Brad.”’ 

‘*'Who, then? Come, an’ if thou art not the 
murderer, informing is a trade in which thou 
art well versed. Tell us who it was that shot 
down our mate.”’ 

‘*T can not tell that, an’ it would do no good 
if I did.”’ 

** An’ dost thou know?’’ inquired one of the 
other miners. 

** Yes, I do know who fired the shot; and if 
I had had my will, Mills would be alive and 
hearty at this moment,’’ replied Sandie. 

‘* An’ if thou didst not fire upon us, thou 
canst tell who did. Come, speak up, man, an’ 
it will relieve one half the spite we bear thee.”’ 

** No, I can not tell.’’ 

‘Say, man, rather, that thou wilt not tell.” 

‘* So I say—I will not tell!” 

‘Then thou’rt no friend of thy mates.”’ 

“No, not he!’’ shouted Brad. ‘An’ I'll 
wring the truth from thee, or squeeze thy wind- 
pipe till thou canst not speak!”’ 

‘*Put down thy stick, Thumping Brad, an’ 
[ll cast away my pistol,’’ said Sandie; ‘‘ then 
I’ll dare thee to make good thy boastful words 
—otherwise, as I told thee,-man, I’ll send day- 
light through thee!”’ 

Not all of the men present were particular 
friends of Brad; and some of them held a 
memory of old grievances against him; and this 
bold challenge of Sandie’s was received with a 
slight murmur of approval, while one of the 
men exclaimed: 

‘*That’s fair, Brad; lay down the stick, an’ 
thou’rt no match for the man; it’s not for want 
of bigness; thou’lt make two of him upon the 
scales.’’ . 

‘“ Throw down your stick, Brad,’’ cried sev- 
eral of the miners, anxious to see a fight, ‘‘ it’s 
not fair nor square to go at the man in that 
style.”’ 

‘* Ay, but it’s my way of going at informers; 
neither fair nor square play shall a murderer 
and informer get from me,’’ said Brad, as he 
sprung with uplifted stick at Sandie. 

In the meantime Sandie stood his ground in 
such a position that he could spring to one side, 
but not evincing the least inclination to avoid 
the pending unequal contest; on the contrary, 
there was a savage gleam in his eye, and a 
watchful wariness in every movement, which 
suggested that he was likely to prove a danger- 
ous antagonist, in spite of the odds against him. 





CHAPTER XI. 


BraD brought down his stick again, but San- 
die kept beyond reach of it, until finally losin 
all patience, he watched his opportunity, dodge 
in between one of the intended strokes, and 
seizing Brad dexterously, raised him off from 
his feet, and threw him with a heavy thud 
prone upon the ground. 

A slight murmur of approval greeted this bold 
maneuver, and a smile of derision rippling over 
the countenances of his companions was the first 
thing Brad observed as he rose to his feet, fairly 
foaming with rage. 

‘*‘ By heavens, man!’’ he hissed; “‘ it’s your 
life or mine now!”’ and drawing a huge sheath- 
knife from his pocket, he sprung at Sandie with 
a demoniac yell. 

‘* Come on, coward and murderer!”’ exclaimed 
Sandie, as he caught up the stick which Brad 
had dropped. ‘‘I am a match for thee, even 
now.”’ 

‘* Put down your knife, Brad,’’ called several 
of the miners. ‘‘ Settle it between ye witha 
fair stand-up fight!”’ 

‘Ye be curs, an’ on the side of an informer, 
and the slayer of our mate!’ called Brad, as he 
made lunge after lunge at Sandie, with his for- 
midable-looking knife; but the latter moved 
around with the lightness and agility of a cat, 
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while at the same time, he skillfully parried 
every wicked lunge that was made at him. 

Thus, for a few moments, this desperate duel 
continued, when suddenly several of Brad’s 
more intimate cronies came rushing upon the 
scene. The latter, by some means, had evi- 
dently been drinking, and recognizing only that 
a fight was going on between their comrade and 
the man whom they supposed to be an informer 
and their arch-enemy, and too inflamed by 
liquor to reason, or consider either right or 
wees they urged the fight on. 

** Kill him, Brad!’’ shouted one. ‘‘ Kill the 
informer, ’tis no more than right, an’ it was he 
that killed our mate!’’ 

‘Stand back! give me a fair show for my 
life!’’ called Sandie, as Brad’s friends crowded 
around closely, and impeded his movements. 

‘*°T was little show ye gave our mate, thou 
perjured villain and informer!’’ replied one of 
the men, and he shoved forward his foot, in- 
tending to trip the brave man who had only 
called for fair play. | 


‘* An’ if ye are men and Britons,’’ shouted 
Sandie, ‘‘ ye’ll not come a score against one. [ 
can not battle with ye all at once! Give mea 
show for my life, an’ I fighting against the 
odds!’’ 

‘*Thou'rt not entitled to a show, thou son of 
a mean whelp! an’ thou canst take that with a“ 
curse, thou rascal!’’ and as the miner spoke he 
dealt Sandie a powerful blow behind the ear. 

‘* Hold on, man! none o’ that!’ cried one of 
those who had heard Sandie’s explanation. 
‘* An’ if thou’rt set to take a hand in,’’ he con- 
tinued, ‘‘ ye may count me in also. I'll ne’er 
stand by and see two against one!”’ 

In springing back from one of his opponent’s 
terrible lunges, Sandie tripped upon a loose 
stone, and fell, when, with a wild yell, Brad 
sprung upon him, the threatening knife was 
uplifted in a moment, and it would have sun- 
dered poor Sandie’s heart in twain, when sud- 
denly all were startled by a wild, shrill whoop, 
and the next instant Indian Joe, appearing like 
one suddenly risen from the ground, leaped 
upon Brad, and with an exhibition of muscular 
power which was truly wonderful, raised the 
gigantic fellow off Sandie, and threw him with 
tremendous force tumbling and rolling some 
distance away; then, with gleaming eyes and 
swelling bosom, the old chief turned, and fac- 
ing the group of astonished miners, exclaimed: 

‘“Ugh! Come! Old chief on the war-path! 
Old chief will fight! Let the white men come!”’ 

‘In the meantime Sandie had regained his feet, 
and touching Joe upon the shoulder, he said: 

“Thank you, Joe—you have saved my life; 
but don’t challenge these men—some of them 
are my friends.”’ 

‘‘ No; Injun Sandie’s friend,’’ replied old 
Joe. ‘‘ No friend stand and see other friend 
murdered.”’ 


Brad now approached, raging and limping, 
and calling to his companions, he said: 

‘*Come, lads, are we to be baffled by this 
vagabond Indian?”’ 

‘‘Injun no. vagabond,’’ replied old Joe. 
‘* Thumping Brad is a vagabond and a coward. 
Injun will fight him!’’ 

rad was about to speak: further, when he 
wee interrupted by one of the miners, who 
said: 

‘““Thumping Brad, thou’rt always boasting 
of thy prowess. Why canst thou agree to fight 
Sandie a fair stand-up fight like a man, and not 
go seeking his life with clubs and knives?’’ 

‘* Ay,’’ called out others, ‘‘ that’s the talk, 
Brad; an’ if thou tryest another game o’ the 
kind thou has just played, there are others o’ us 
will take a hand in.” 

The well-disposed miners were in the ma- 
jority against Brad, and his friends, seeing the 
turn matters were taking, joined in and claimed 
that there should be a fair, stand-up fight. 

** An’ he’ll not fight,’’ said Brad, sullenly. 
‘* He hath more tricks in him than a juggler.”’ 

‘* Ay, but I will fight thee fairly and square- 
ly, Brad. An’ may the best man win, an’ let 
the issue settle matters between us until we 
have fresh cause for a quarrel.’’ 

‘* Would ye have me stand to a square fight 
with an informer?”’ 

‘* T’ll put it to the test in a fair fight, an’ thou 
art a liar!’’ exclaimed Sandie. 

*‘ Ay, man, an’ ye can do no more; and if 
Brad does not accept your challenge, we must 
say it’s because o’ fear o’ thee.”’ 

‘*Thumping Brad is no cur, nor born of a 
whelp, like yon braygart!’’ exclaimed the giant, 
fiercely; ‘‘ an’ if it’s the will o’ my mates that 
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pipet this informer, Brad’s the man to do| coward, and a man who talks loudly, and, 
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‘“Thou'rt talking now; an’ when shall this 
matter come off, comrades?”’ 

‘* When it suits the two men who are craving 
to exchange blows, it will suit the rest o’ us.’’ 

_‘* To-night!”” said Brad, 

The time suits me,”’ replied Sandie. 

‘“* An’ where shall we meet?’’ 

‘* Wherever it suits thee best, man.”’ 

. ‘‘ Twill be a moon to-night at the full near 
midnight; at twelve I’ll meet thee at the old 
dead shaft.” 

‘* T’ll be there.’’ 

‘* See that thou dost!’’ 

“Tf I fail thee; man, I’m the informer thou 
wouldst make our mates believe.’’ 

“‘ Thou canst talk well!’’ 

‘‘ Ay, man; an’ if thine own heart does not 
fail thee, e’er midnight thou’lt find I can. strike 
well, too.” 

“Then save thy words until thou’rt ready to 
give the blows.”’ 

“T'll bide thy advice, man, an’ good-day to 
thee until we meet at the shaft.’’ 

‘‘ Thou’lt have a hard tussle with that chap, 


Brad,”’ said one of the men, as Sandie moved 


away, accompanied by Indian Joe. 
_‘* Not I,’’ answered Brad; ‘“ he’ll ne’er be 
there.’* 

‘*T do doubt thee, man; that man’s no cow- 
ard, an’ I’m sorry that a suspicion rests on his 
loyalty to his mates; leastwise he’d be a com- 
rade to be proud of.”’ 

**He’s no comrade at all, man; he’s a hired 
spy; some dapper clerk brought from the city, 
whose only recommendation is his sharp ears 
and his sneaking ways; he is a hired informer, 
mates, an’ I'll prove it to ye yet.” 





CHAPTER XII. 


*‘ SANDIE’S a fool! 

night!”’ 

hus spoke old Indian Joe, as he and Sandie 
sat upon the chopping-block in the rear of Ral- 
ston’s residence. 

‘“‘ No, Joe, you are mistaken. I will have as 
many friends there to-night as Brad will have,”’ 

‘‘Injun no think so. Brad is a wild cat—a 
snake! Ugh! he never do anything good; he’s 
a scamp!”’ ‘ 

‘* You are right, Joe, he is a scamp; and he’s 
worse, I believe that man already has the guilt 
of many a foul crime upon his soul; still I shall 
meet him, and if I lose my life, it will be as 
well lost thus as any other way.”’ 

As Sandie gave utterance to the last remark, 
he cast his eyes upon the ground, and there 
was asad pathos in his tones, and a mournful 
expression upon his face, which now, having 
cleansed off the smut and grime which usually 
marred it, disclosed features of rarest manly 
beauty and refinement. 

‘‘Sandie must not throw away his life on a 
wolf!’’ said old Joe, after a few moments’ 
pause, 

‘* No, Joe; I do not believe a man is ever 
justified in throwing his life away; neither is 
he justified in trying to preserve it by eee 
from duty. If 1 lose my life at the deserte 
shaft to-night, it will be in as good a cause as 
it could be sacrificed.’’ 

While Sandie was speaking, and still gazing 
upon the ground, a shadow was thrown across 
his vision, and upon raising his eyes, he saw 
Gertie Loder standing directly in front of him. 
There was a look of intense sadness upon her 
features, which was instantly chased away and 
followed by one of unfeigned surprise, as her 
eyes fell upon Sandie’s upturned face; and as 
the latter met her surprised and earnest gaze, a 
blush as deep as a maiden’s suffused his counte- 
nance. 

‘What fresh danger are you about to en- 
counter?’’ said Gertie. 

‘* Who spoke of danger, lady?’’ 

‘1 did; I asked you what fresh danger you 
were about to incur for those who have no claim 
upon you. I fear the little commission you 
performed for me to-day has led you into some 
new difficulty; if so, 1 am to blame, and must 
share my proportion of the consequences,”’ 
Gertie continued, noticing that her question 
seemed to trouble Sandie. 

“* Lady, there are no consequences to share. 
{am in no danger more than any man in m 
position in life is called upon to encounter al- 
most daily. Thumping Brad has always been 
unfriendly toward me; and to-day I met him, 
and he sought to quarrel with me; but he isa 


Miners murder him to- 


therefore, is not to be feared.”’ 

‘“* He has proven himself to be a dangerous 
man,’’ said Gertie, ‘‘and he intends to do you 
some harm,”’ 

‘*] think Tam able to encounter all the harm 
that braggart can do me.”’ 

“If 1 had not sent you out of your way to 
execute my errand, you would not have met 
this man.”’ 

““Lady, 1 would have met him sooner or 
later, and it is as well that I met him at once. 
I am a workman, and can not be driven from 
earning my daily bread.’’ + 

‘Promise me that you will avoid meeting 
this man as far as you can.”’ 

‘‘ Lady, I thank you for your concern on my 
account, but Iam not worthy that you interest 
yourself in my affairs. I can make no 
promises, ”’ 

‘‘ Very well; I am disappointed, but I will 
not urge you to do as I wish. I can at least 
warn you to be upon your guard; and I would 
also advise you to avoid meeting this Brad, if 
possible, until after the return of Mr. Loder.’’ 

As Gertie ceased speaking, she turned about 
and walked hastily away. The moment she 
had gone, Sandie regretted his abruptness and 
positive rudeness. Walking away from where 
old Joe, the Indian, was standing, Sandie 
clasped his hands together, and raising his 
handsome face heavenward, he exclaimed, 
while a convulsion of agony swept over his 
features: | 

‘Oh, Lord, how long must this last? Will 
this cloud never be lifted? or must I always 
lead the life that 1am now living? If so, bet- 
ter that I should die before my suffering was 
sufficiently great and it hath increased a thou- 
sand-fold. am surrounded by mystery, and 
yet, at times, I doubt me whether I have done 
rightly. I sought this life because there was 
danger. attached to it. I would not go as a 
soldier—no, oh, no;"and yet, my God! what a 
fearful alternative it has been. I—ay, I—a 
miner, begrimed and hard worked, uncouth and 
rough, and now—oh, God! I am about to en- 
gage in a personal hand-to-hand fisticuff conflict 
with a great, ignorant boor! How long must 
this last? Would that his first blow would 
prove futal. Why did I defend my miserable 
life to-day? It had been better if I had let him 
slay me, and then the agony, the doubt, the 
mental misery, would have been passed; death 
would even now be a boon—yea, for I fear this 
later emotion comes fraught with fresh bitter- 
ness!”’ 

‘* Injun will meet Sandie when the moon rises 
above Blue Ridge,’’ said old Joe, suddenly ad- 
vancing and touching the latter lightly upon 
the shoulder. 

“ All right, Joe; I will be there.”’ 

**Sandie must have no fear,’’ said Joe, ob- 
serving the former’s pale and excited features. 

‘*T am not of the fearing kind, Joe.”’ 

‘‘Ugh! Injun thought so! Thumping Brad 
great coward! great rascal! Injun kill him 
soon, waugh!’’ and before Sandie was aware of 
his intention, the old chief bounded away. ~ 

Some five hours later, Sandie passed down 
the road toward the rendezvous where he was 
to meet the old chief. He found the latter 
awaiting him, and together they stole stealthily 
through the hamlet, and took the road leading 
towaid the deserted shaft. Not a word was ex- 
changed between them, but warily they stole 
along. 

It was a lovely night; the air was mild and 
pleasant, and the moon illuminated hill and 
plain with its silver radiance. After three quar- 
ters of an hour's brisk walking, they came in 
sight of the place where the old shaft had been 
sunk; and as they approached nearer, they 
recognized, in the moonlight, the forms of at 
least two score of the miners, who were gathered 
in knots, or were walking restlessly about, like 
so many weird spirits. 





CHAPTER XIII. 


Ir was evident as the men who had volun- 
teered to act as seconds in the fistic duel went 
about the preparations, that they fully under- 
stood their business. A rope had been brought 
with them, and they speedily began driving 
stakes in the ground, proving that the coming 
combat was to be conducted in ull respects after 
the code established by what is termed the 
twenty-four foot ring. -. 

Both of the principals had their sympathizers, 
and each was surrounded by them as they set 
about their preparations. 
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At length it was announced that everything 
was ready. Brad was the first to step forward, 
shy his hat into the ring, after the manner of 
professional pugilists, and an instant later fol- 
low it. He was stripped, according to the 
mode, to his waist, and as the moonlight fell 
upon his powerful bust and disclosed its power- 
ful contour, and the remarkable display of 
muscle which he possessed, 8 murmur of ad- 
miration burst from the assembled miners. 

A few moments after, Sandie shied his hat 
into the ring, and, like Brad, quickly followed 
it; and the two combatants stood before the as- 
sembled miners in a fine position for compara- 
tive criticism. Brad was by far the larger, and 
made a more formidable display of muscle; and 
yet there were those present who did not falter 
to a: 

** Brad will not have the easy time that he 
reckons on.”’ 

Sandie, though much smaller in stature, was 
more compactly built, though he had not such 
great bunches of muscle as laid upon Brad’s 
arms, ; , 

““Dang it, man!’’ exclaimed one of the 
miners; *‘that chap Carmichael strips more 
like a young lord who had naught else to do 
but go fox-hunting, and rowing, and the like, 
instead of work in a coal breast!’’ 

‘Ay, thou’rt right, man! an’ there’s some- 
thing mysterious about the chap anyhow; [ al- 
ways noted that, an’ if I was betting money, 
it’s he that I would risk it on!’’ 

The preliminaries having all been settled, and 
the rules which were to govern the fight thor- 
oughly explained, they were told to advance to 
the scratch. ; 

‘* Time!’’ called the umpire; and in the clear 
moonlight the two men advanced to the center 
of the ring, with arms extended in regular 
pugilistic attitude. It was like a second David 
facing a modern Goliah. 

The interest in the combat on the part of the 
lookers-on became intense; théy watched with 
bated breath each movement of the two antag- 
onists, Again and again Brad struck out, but 
each time his more agile opponent avoided his 
blows.’ 

‘*He’s a game ‘un, and as supple as a cat,”’ 
remurked one. 

‘*Close wi’ him, man!’’ whispered Brad’s 
second, ‘‘ or the chap will outgeneral ye!”’ 

Thus advised, Brad advanced, and attempted 
to seize Sandie in his powerful grasp. His in- 
tention to accomplish this latter maneuver 
made him less guarded; when suddenly a dull 
thud was heard, and Brad lay in a heap in his 
corner. Sandie had watched his opportunity, 
and had dealt him a powerful blow which 
knocked his gigantic enemy clean off his feet. 

After a few moments’ rest, a second time the 
umpire called ‘‘ time,’’ and again the two men 
advanced to the center of the ring. 

‘* Mind thyself this time, Brad,’’ cautioned 
his second. ‘‘ A few more thumps and falls like 
that, man, an’ thou’rt gone.’’ 

‘*Thou’rt wrong, man; it hath but set my 
blood in‘circulation. Come on now, Sandie 
Carmichael, an’ I'll give thee a taste o’ the 
grass, thou whelp!”’ 

A fearful struggle now ensued. Back and 
forth across the roped arena, without any re- 
gard for the code of rules adopted, they strug- 

le. A torrent of oaths continually poured 
froth Brad’s mouth, as he fairly foamed with 
rage; and finally, as every movement and feint 
was defeated, in sheer rage and madness he 
buried his teeth in Sandie’s shoulder. By the 
dim light of the moon, which was now partially 
Shroased behind fleecy clouds, this brutal act 
was unobserved, and Sandie, though stung by 
the sharp pain, would not himself proclaim it, 
but manfully continued the struggle without 
giving utterance to a word. - But the very hor- 
ror of the thought that he was being literally 
chawed by his antagonist, somewhat unnerved 
him; and besides, the desperate exertion which 
he had made against the odds which opposed 
him began to tell upon his strength; Brad’s 
fury and rage added to his mad power, and at 
length Sandie was compelled to succumb, and 
fell, dragging Brad down with him, when the 
latter commenced dealing him a series of tre- 
mendous blows while prone upon the ground. 
This unfairness struck the miners with horror, 
and a shout of protest went up from them, while 
Sandie’s seconds rushed forward and tried to 
drag the monster from off their champion. 

When Sandie was raised from the ground, 
and led over to his corner, his seconds at once 
discovered that he had been bitten. 

‘** Why, blast it, man,’’ exclaimed one of them, 
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‘** the villain hath bitten thee, an’ I'll call a foul 
on him.”’ 

‘* We are not battling for a wager,’ 
die, quietly. 

‘*Thou’rt right, my lad; but he shalt not 
abuse thee that way, an’ I standing to sponge 
thee.’’ 

And in a loud voice the man proclaimed 
Brad’s meanness and brutality. A murmur of 
indignation greeted his statement, and even 
Brad’s own friends protested against anything 
as mean as this. 

‘“Ye must not disgrace thyself in that way 
- again, Brad,’’ said one of then, “‘ or I’ll against 
thee: Thou hast a square antagonist, an’ the 
least thou can do is fight him se gai 

Again they came to the scratch. This time, 
even in the dim light, those that stood nearest 
to Sandie recognized a fierce, meaning gleam in 
the glance of. his eye; and the moment the com- 
bat was renewed, they discovered also that he 
had changed his tactics entirely, and, in the 
parlance of the ring, ‘‘ meant business.”’ In- 
stead of waiting to repel Brad’s attacks, he him- 
self forced the fighting; and blow after blow 
resounded upon the former’s hardened face, and 
the blood began to flow in torrents. The battle 
now waxed fierce and teriible. Fearful blows 
were given and taken; but throughout, the ad- 
vantage appeared to remain with Sandie, who 
finally succeeded a second time in sending Brad 
to grass. 

When the giant came to the scratch, after the 
last fall, it became evident that he was begin- 
ning to weaken, and the battle became almost 
entirely one-sided; and at length, when Sandie 
again succeeded in knocking his antagonist 
down, the latter failed to rise again. 

‘* Aha!’’ shouted Sandie’s friends, ‘‘ the big 
un is gone!’’ and they commenced closing in 
upon the ring, when suddenly all were startled 
- a wild shriek of terror, whose shrillness pro- 
claimed its issuance from the throat of a wom- 
an, and the vefy next instant a figure clad in 
white came rushing in among them. 


’ said San- 





CHAPTER XIV. 


A scENE of confusion at once ensued upon 
the sudden appearance of this strange, phantom- 
like figure which glided in among the rough 
men like a spirit from another world. Foran 
instant. all seemed stricken with awe, when the 
woman spoke: 

‘* Have you killed him?’’ she exclaimed, ex- 
citedly. 

- Ziiled who, my lady?’’ 

‘* Sandie Carmichael.”’ 

‘* No, miss; an’ it’s a question if he has not 
killed the big un.’’ 

““ Who is the big one? What do you mean?”’ 

‘* Faith,’’ cried one of the men, recognizing 
their interrogator, ‘‘ it’s Miss Gertie Loder, the 
manager's niece!”’ | 

‘* Yes, I am Miss Loder,’’ said Gertie, ‘‘ and 
I would be thankful if you would explain the 
meaning of this scene.”’ 

‘Blast me, miss, but it seems queer to see 
you at such a place as this. Faith, my lady, 
there’s nothing of much matter going on, only 
a couple o’ the lads have had a little set-to, an’ 
the smaller man has got the better o’ the larger 
one.”’ ?: 

' At this moment Sandie, who had resumed his 
apparel, stepped forward, and addressing 
Gertie, said: 

‘*My dear young lady, what under heavens 
brought you here in such a desolate place and 
at such an hour?’’ 

‘‘T came to save you from being murdered, 
Mr. Carmichael. You have placed our family 
under heavy obligations, and I had reason to 
believe that by so doing you had incurred the 
enmity of those who would do you injury.”’ 

“I am certainly grateful, my lady, for your 
interest in my fate; but I fear that you have 
run a greater risk to serve me than f cuewere: 
Come, Miss Loder,’’ he continued, ‘‘ I will ac- 
company you back to the village; it was ver 
rash of you to venture out!’’ and with a gal- 
lantry which was remarkable under the cir- 
cumstances, he advanced and offered his arm 
to lead Gertie away. 

_ In the meantime, Brad had come to himself, 
and smarting and raging under the mortification 
of his defeat, had overheard all that had passed, 
and as Sandie and Gertie started to move away, 
he exclaimed: 

-“* Don’t let him go away, lads; ye’ll have no 
better opportunity to punish the whelp.”’ 

““ Ay, man, but I’m not certain but-thou’rt 
right,’’ 


Sandie had gone some distance with Gertie, 
and had just respectfully requested her to 
hasten, when one of the men called after him: 

‘*T say, lad, the lady will get along well 
enough the same way she came; come you 
back, as we’d have a few words wi’ thee!”’ 

‘* Don't go back, they mean to do you harm,”’ 
said Gertie. 

‘“T’ll not go back, miss, an’ I can help it; 
but the feelings of the men are much riled 
against me.”’ 

Indian Joe, who had been a silent witness of 
the combat, and who had lingered behind when 
Sandie left with Gertie, now came gliding after 
them; and as he drew near, said: 

‘‘Sandie must not go back; white lady has 
made trouble; miners mean harm.”’ 

‘‘ Have I made trouble!’’ exclaimed Gertie. 
‘* Oh, dear! oh, dear!’’ she continued, ‘‘ I hope 
not; 1 only came prompted by - anxiety.”’ 

‘You have acted nobly, Miss Loder, and you 
have not made matters any worse, I may hope; 
the men are much angered against me, and are 
determined to wreak their vengeance upon me; 
at any rate, your coming has really been a serv- 
ice in furnishing me an excuse for coming 
away.” 

The miners, seeing that Sandie paid no at- 
tention to their summons, several of them 
started toward him, again hailing him. 

Sandie turned, and stopping an instant, said: 
‘* Mates, 1 will converse with thee in the morn- 
ing; at present, I must attend to the safety of 
Miss Loder.”’ , 

Just at this moment a clatter of horses’ feet 
was heard upon the hard road a few rods dis- 
tant, and a moment later a cavalcade of horse- 
men appeared. 

Seeing the miners, the horsemen at once came 
to a halt, and after a few moments’ conversa- 
tion, they turned in from the road, and drove 
straight toward them. 

‘‘ What is the meaning of this, lads?’’ said 
one of the men. 

‘* Blast me if I know!’’ answered another, 
‘unless it is a posse from the town, with the 
county sheriff and the manager, Mr. Loder, at 
their head!”’ 

‘* Dang it, man, but I believe thou’rt right!”’ 
as the latter spoke, he turned and fled like a 
deer, followed by several of his companions. 
Upon seeing the movement, the horsemen 
dashed ahead in pursuit, and their leader ex- 
claimed: ° 

‘*Stay, in the name of the law! or we will 
fire upon you!” — 

As the horsemen were close upon them, a 
number of the miners stopped, while the bal- 
ance continued their flight. Among the latter 
was Thumping Brad. One of the riders seemed 


to single him out especially, and riding by sev- | 


eral others, he dashed straight after Sandie’s 
late antagonist. Coming pretty close, he called 
out: 

‘‘ Hold, Brad, or V1l shoot you down like a 
dog!’’ 

The voice was that of Mr. Loder, the man. 
ager. Brad recognized his pursuer at once, and 
redoubled his efforts to escape. 

‘* Once I warn you, Thumping Brad, another 
second and I fire if you don’t surrender.”’ 

Coming to a halt, Brad turned suddenly, and 
facing the manager, who held his horse back 
aloft upon his haunches, the miner exclaimed: 
i ‘* Blast thee! why am I thus hunted like a 

og?” 

‘[ will tell you at some future time, you 
scoundrel! for the present you are my prisoner; 
and if a do not wish to be shot down, you 
will follow me quietly.’”’ And as Mr. Loder 
spoke, he aimed a cocked pistol at Brad’s head. 
The latter well knew the determined character 
of the manager, and also that the chances were 
against him, if he attempted to escape, and he 
said, in a low, sullen voice: 

‘*Thou’rt wrong in chasing me like a crimi- 
nal; but mark me, rich and powerful as thou’rt, 
I'll make thee ree this night’s work.” 

‘* And I will make you rue last night’s work, 
you villain!’’ said Mr. Loder, fiercely. ‘‘ Come 
along, and if you make the least movement to 
escape, you die; so mark me well, fellow!”’ 

‘*T have naught to do but bide thy warnin 
at present,’’ replied Brad, as he slowly followed 
the manager back toward the place where the 
balance of the horsemen were assembled, with 
several others of the men as prisoners. As Mr. 
Loder approached, he said: 

‘* There, sheriff, look out for this scoundrel; 
he is the fellow Brad, the ringleader and in- 
stigator of all of the mischief.’’ ¥ 

** Aha! Mr. Brad,’’ said the sheriff, ‘‘ I think 


so 


you and I have met before; come here, my man, . 
1 have a pair of ornaments for you.’’ 

‘* Ye have no need to put the handcuffs upon 
me,’’ said Brad; “‘I will go along quietly 
enough; I have done nothing that I should 
wish to run away.” 

‘‘f wouldn’t trust you, fellow!’ and as he 
spoke, he dismounted, and approaching Brad, 
clapped the nippers upon his wrists. 

Mr. Loder now, for the first time, recognized 
the presence of his niece, and with a cry of sur- 
prise, he exclaimed: 

‘* Why, Gertie, child, how under heaven is it 
that I find you here?”’ | 

Gertie gave a hurried explanation of the cause 
of her presence, when Mr. Loder dismounted, 
and advancisg toward Sandie, said: 

‘** You are a noble fellow! you shall never re- 
— your faithfulness during the last few cays. 

shall make it my business to look after your 
interests with the company.”’ 

Upon hearing Sandie thus addressed by the 
manager, the balance of the men, who had been 
captured and were handcuffed, began to curse 
and jeer at him. , 

‘* See, lads,’’ exclaimed one, ‘* how proud the 
informer is at the praise he gets!’’ 

‘* Ay,’’ said another; ‘‘an’ we'll have him 
for the inside boss after this, as a reward for 
his treachery to his mates,’’ 

‘He is a marked man after this, mates, to 
the brotherhood!’’ said another. 

During these jibes and sneers of his former 
companions, Sandie stood with his head hang- 
ing down, as though completely overcome with 
shame and mortification. © 

‘‘ Ay, well he may hang his head,’’ called 
ne men; and another, calling Sandie by name, 
said: 

“Don’t thou feel uneasy about the neck, 
man? If thou dost not, it’s because thou’rt 
not in danger of dangling from the limb of a 
tree, thou foul whelp of a traitor!” 

‘*Come, men,’’ called out the sheriff; ‘‘ we 
will away to the town, and turn the key upon 
these murderers and house-burners, and to-mor- 
row we will come for the rest of them.’’ 

‘* How did you come here, Gertie?’’ said Mr. 
Loder, as the sheriff and his posse rode away 
with their prisoners. 

‘*T walked every step of the way.”’ 

‘* Well, my child, this is the most extraordi- 
nary adventuse I ever knew a young lady to be 
a party to; but as it is, you must mount my 
horse, and we will return to the village;’’ and, 
accompanied by Sandie and Indian Joe, Mr.. 
Loder started upon his return toward the mine. 





CHAPTER XV. 


Mr. Lover had returned early in the even- 
ing, upon the same night when Sandie fought 
his unequal fight with Thumping Brad, and 
learning the full particulars of the riot and de- 
struction of his property, had at once dispatched 
Mr. Tilton after the sheriff; and a warrant hav- 
ing been speedily procured, they had descended 
upon the men as related in the last chapter, and 
had arrested as many of the prime movers in 
the disturbances as possible. 

A week later, the examination of the miners 
came off. Mr. Loder was a firm, uncompro- 
mising man; he was an old manager, had had 
frequent experiences with miners under vari- 
ous circumstances, and it was a principle with 
him never to yield one jot nor tittle. 
Ralston was unable to be present at the trial; 
owing to the injuries which he had received; 
and Sandie was relied upon as the main wit- 
ness to identify the active participants in the 
riot. | 

What more greatly incensed Mr. Loder was 
the fact that the policy of insurance on his prop- 
erty had expired, and owing to this fatal over- 
sight its destruction proved a total loss. 

Brad was the first prisoner summoned to 
lead. The miners had secured counsel, and 
the latter had demanded a separate trial or ex- 
amination for each of his clients. When Brad 
arose in obedience to the request of the clerk of 
the court, a murmur of sympathy pervaded the 
court. At length the direct examination of the 
principal witness began. 

Sandie appeared calm and resolute; there was 
an unnatural brillianey in his eyes, and his face 
svas pale, otherwise he seemed perfectly com- 
posed and determined. 

The disinterested spectators were all struck 
with amazement, upon beholding the handsome, 
intelligent face of the witness. There was a 
striking contrast between his appearance and 
that of his fellow-workmen, and it seemed hard. 
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to believe that this man, with such a fine, hand- 
some face, could really be a miner; and yet he 
appeared in miner’s garb; and in answer to the 
questions of the prosecuting officer, answered 
in the idiom peculiar to a certain class of his 
confreres. 

‘‘ What is your name?”’ inquired the county 
attorney. 

** Sandie Carmichael.”’ 

‘“* What is your occupation ?’’ 

‘**T am a miner.”’ 

‘* Were you present when the house of Mr. 
Loder was fired by the prisoner at the bar, and 
his companions?”’ 

se ] was,’’ 

‘* Please state the occurrences of that night, 
and make plain, to the best of your ability, the 
prisoner’s connection with that affair.”’ 

‘* He was present, and urged the men to burn 
the house.” : 

‘* You saw him and thoroughly identify him?” 

‘* Yea, sir.’”’ 

‘* Did you see him with a lighted. brand in 
his hand?’’ 

‘Yes, ae:” 

Other witnesses were called; their testimony 
was only corroborative of Sandie’s; and at the 
conclusion the case looked very bad for the de- 
fendant ‘ 

The latter’s counsel, in his summing up, tried 
hard to cast discredit upon Sandie’s testimony. 

Brad was found guilty, and remanded for 
sentence. 

The trial continued for several days. One 
after another of the men arraigned were called 
to plead, but, strangely enough, Sandie had be- 
come suddenly very forgetful, not a fact could 
he remember, implicating either of the other 
prisoners. 

‘* The witness has been tampered with,”’ said 
the prosecuting attorney. 

‘‘ He has been intimidated,’’ explained Mr. 
Loder. 

At the final conclusion of the trial, Sandie 
left the court-house a disgraced man. He had 
not won the respect of the court officers, neither 
had he softened the bitterness of the miners’ 
feelings toward him. 

The one believed him either bribed or intimi- 
dated, while his comrades thought that he had 
been controlled by — spite toward Brad, 
and had only failed to testify against the bal- 
ance of his mates through fean hoping that 
after having vented his vengeance upon Brad, 
he might obtain the good will of his fellow- 
workmen by refusing to criminate them. 

As he was about leaving the court-house, Mr. 
Loder came toward him, and said: 

‘*T am under obligations to you, Sandie, al- 
though I believe that you could have made my 
debt of gratitude heavier if you had exhibited 
more nerve, and have told the truth boldly 
about the rest of the prisoners. You need not 
have feared, as I would have protected you.”’ 

‘*Thank you, Mr. Loder,’’ replied Sandie, 
with a cred straightening up of his form, ‘* but 
you mistake my motives entirely; fear is a sen- 
timent that I do not recognize.”’ 

‘‘Then why did not you testify truthfully 
against the balance of the ruffians who burned 
my property?” 

ee did not testify truthfully, sir~I perjured 
myself; I would not tell a lie to save my life, 
much less swear to one!” Bf 

‘Phen why didn’t you testify?’ @. / 

** Because I do not believe in my own heart 
that the men were guilty. Brad was, Recording 
to my belief, the sole instigator of the riet, an 
alone responsible; he is convicted, and this: 
ought to be satisfactory; you will have less 
cause to apprehend another riot now that he is 
gone,” 

At this instant a great noise was heard with- 
out the court house. Yells and oaths were 
mingled with the screams of women and chil- 
dren, and suddenly above all arose a wild, fierce 
whoop. | 

‘* Great Heaven!’’ exclaimed Sandie, as he 
rushed out of the door, ‘‘they’re murdering 
poor Indian Joe! That was a whoop of rage 
and defiance. He is my only friend, and must 
not be murdered because he is such!’’ and San- 
die rushed forth, with a savage gleam in his 
eye. 





CHAPTER XVI ; 


A FEARFUL and desperate fight seemed im- 
minent. The balance of the miners were fast 
gathering, and in a few seconds both Sandie 
and the Indian would have been beaten to death, 
when the sheriff appeared upon the scene, ac- 


cles than the society of miners.’’ 
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companied by several constables, and b 
boldness and decision, quickly disperse 
rioters. 

As the angry men were driven away, Mr. 
Loder again joined Sandie, and said: 

“My man, it is not safe for you to return to 
the mine at present, and you had better remain 
in town a few days at my expense, until] matters 
are somewhat quieted down; then I wish you to 
return, as I can not afford to lose so valuable a 
man as you if I can help it.”’ 

A week passed. During this time Sandie re- 
mained secluded in the town. Indian Joe had 
disappeared immediately aftér his rescue by the 
sheriff from the enraged miners. Sandie had 
been anxious to see him, and had daily wan- 
dered through the town, expecting the old chief 
to turn up; but the Indian came not. Once, 
during the week, Mr. Loder had had an inter- 
view with our hero, and had insisted that he 
should remain, and eventually resume his posi- 
tion in the mines, but Sandie had shaken his 
head negatively, and protested that he would 
never take shovel or pick again. 

“Then you can command my services in any 
manner that you choose; - have been of great 
service to me, and [| wish to serve you,”’ said 
Mr. Loder. 

‘*T am very thankful, Mr. Loder,’’ replied 
Sandie, with a confident shake of his head and 
a mysterious twinkle in his eyes; ‘‘ but I am 
perfectly able to look out for myself.’ 

* You are a brave young man, undoubtedly, 
and you are capable of something higher than 
the labor of a miner; still, you will find that in 
whatever walk of life you may choose, the as- 
sistance of a friend will prove advantageous to 

ou.”’ | 
me Mr. Loder, I rendered a service to you, as 
you honor me by calling it, only in my line of 
duty; I did not expect any reward, nor do I 
wish any.”’ 

‘* You are a strange man.”’ . 

‘“Ay, Mr. Loder, a stranger man than you 
dream of.”’ 

‘* You have seen better days; I never noticed 
it before, but I am now convinced that you 
have a history.”’ 

‘*T have seen worse days, Mr. Loder, and I 
hope to see better, if it shall be so ordered by 
Providence.”’ ° 

‘* Well, man, I can not lose sight of you, and 
I must serve you in some way, as | have 
promised to.’’ 

‘* Who, sir, has taken sufficient interest in a 
poor miner like me to induce them to exact a 
promise in my behalf!”’ 

‘* My niece, Miss Gertie Loder, is the person 
who exacted the promise from me.”’ 

Upon hearing this reply, Sandie started; a 
pallor overspread his face, and his lips trembled 
with excess of emotion, as he replied: 

‘*T am amazed and gratified to learn that Miss 
Loder has evinced any interest in my affairs, 
but, Mr. Loder, you can not serve me; you are 
right—I have a history, and if I chose could 
command any influence in my behalf; but I 
neither need it nor wish it. Time is my best 
friend, that may do a good turn for me, or still 
permit me to wander the earth, a fugitive and 
a vagabond. But, Mr. Loder,’’ and as Sandie 
spoke, a noble light shone in his eyes, although 
there was a sadness in the tones of: his voice, as 
he added, ‘‘ in that unknown world beyond the 
grave, where the vista of existence is limitless, 
there shall be a general averaging of the rights 
and wrongs of mortality; if 1 am not righted in 
this world, I certainly shall be in the next.”’ 

‘‘ He is a bold, honest man,’’ muttered Mr. 
Loder, and one who has moved in different cir- 
After a mo- 
ment’s quiet meditation, he added, speaking 
audibly: ‘‘ Yes—yes; after all, that is the only 
solution of the mystery; the man has committed 
some crime, or has been accused of its com: 
mission, and has sought to hide himself from 
the officers of the lawin the mines. Well, well, 
I would not surrender him if 1 could help it, 
even if he were hiding in my very house; yet it 
is possible the man m a Villain, still he 
does not look nor act like one.”’ 

‘‘ Who is that you think may possibly be a 
villain?’’ exclaimed Mr. Loder’s niece, Gertie, 
as she came out of the house and seated herself 
on the step of the piazza, near her uncle’s feet. 

‘‘T was thinking of that young miner, who 
seems to have awakened so much interest in 
your thoughts.”’ 

‘* What leads you to think that it is possible 
that he may: be a villain?’’ 

‘‘ Simply because he is not what he seems and 
pretends to be.”’ , , . . 


** What does he pretend to be?’’ 

‘* A miner.”’ 

** Well, is he not a miner?’’ 

‘“ fle appears to have been for the last six 
months, Gertie; but that man, you may rest 
assured, has a history.”’ 

‘‘] thought that from the first moment he 
came to warn aunt and I of the intentions of 
the men upon that fatal night.” 

*“* What first aroused your suspicions?”’ 

“The fact that ordinarily he talked like a 
miner; but the moment he became earnest; he 
unconsciously spoke like a man who had as- 
sociated with refined people; and furthermore, ° 
in spite of his rough garb, there was a grace to 
his movements far different from the usual 
slouching gait of a vulgar man.” | 

‘It is strange that you should have noticed 
all this so quickly, my dear.’’ 

‘** We ladies, uncle, are generally more ob- 
serving as regards these minor points than 
men.”’ 

‘* Gertie,’’ Mr. Loder said, abruptly, ‘‘ it can’t 
be possible that your heart has become inter- 
ested in this young miner?” 

‘** Why would you think such a fact possible?”’ 
Gertie asked. 

** Well, I will say, my dear, that I should 
consider it very improbable; still, you appear 
to take an unseemly interest in championirg 
this young fellow, and it struck me that, be- 
cause there was a slight semblance of romance 
thrown about him, owing to the mystery which 
seems to surround him, that possibly you might 
have become more imaginative than prudent; 
oe know, missy, that a dramatic and romantic 

alo usually pervades a mystery.”’ 

‘* Yes, uncle, I am aware of that; but it is 
not so in this case. i have not tried to imagine 
who or what this young miner may be—I onl 
know that he has been brave and noble; and 
admire bravery and nobility in any one.” 

‘* Admiration is only a precursor sometimes, 
Gertie, of a stronger sentiment.” 

‘* What stronger sentiment do you allude to?” 

** Love,”’ 

‘* Well, uncle, if 1 fallin love with this miner, 
it will be no fault of mine; our affections go 
forth, and alight wheresoever they choose, 
whether we will or not,’’ replied Gertie, boldly, 
and with a saucy smile. ' 

‘*But the romance which surrounds this 
young man may possibly be suddenly exploded 
by the discovery that he is an escaped criminal, 
who is merely hiding in the mines, in the garb 
and character of a miner for the purpose of 
evading justice.”’ 

‘*T do not believe that Mr. Carmichael is a 
criminal!”’ . 

‘* Mr. Carmichael! You are enthusiastic!” 

**, Vee “air,” 

‘*'You astonish me; the idea that you should 
seriously think of a miner, under any circum- 
stances! You forget that you are an heiress.’’ 

‘* No; I have not forgotten that fact, as 1 am 
constantly reminded of it.’’ 

‘* Well, Miss Gertie, 1 wish you to remember 
one thing: When you marry, I expect to see 
you united to a gentleman.”’ 

‘* When I marry, uncle, if it should ever be 
my fate to do so, I expect to marry a gentle- 
man!”’ 

‘‘Then banish all thoughts of this miner, 
Sandie, from your heart.” 

‘*T am not aware yet that he has ever held a 
place in my heart,’’ said Gertie, with a mis- 
chievous smile; ‘‘ but there is one ee uncle, I 
want you to remember, that when I do marry, 
the person I love must be a- brave, noble, gener- 
ous man; and when I find such, and my heart 
tells me that he is worthy of my love, I shall 
not stop to consider whether he is a prince or a 
miner—whether he is wealthy or poor; but he 
must be noble and brave and generous!’” And 
with an independent step and a proud carriage 
of her head, Gertie turned and entered the 
house, ; 
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CHAPTER XVII.’ 

‘* GREAT heavens! at last! at last! justice has 
asserted itself! Vengeance —. and bitter has 
recoiled upon itself! ‘the mills of the gods 
grind slowly;’ but injustice, wrong, and op- 
pression have at length been crushed beneath 
their resistless wheels! Hope once again blooms 
fresh and strong in my heart! Heaven be 
praised!”’ 

Thus spoke’ Sandie Carmichael as he stood 
alone in his lowly lodgings in the town where 
. og resided since the trial of Thumping 

rad. ? 


Daily since the miner’s trial, he had called 
regularly at the post-office, and inquired for a 
letter. And at last his stereotyped inquiry: 
‘‘ Ts there a letter for Sandie Brown?’’ had been 
answered in the affirmative by the clerk; and un 
instant later, with brightened eyes and a quick- 
ened step, Sandie, with the letter in his posses 
sion, had hastened home; and when we find him 
at the opening of the chapter, he is standing 
with the letter in his hand; and after having 
perused it over and over again, at length gives 
utterance to the words above quoted. 

After a full half hour spent in silent com- 
munion with his own thoughts, Sandie again 
soliloquized audibly: 

“During the last six months I would have 
received this letter as a message from Heaven; 
bidding me to step from darkness into light! 
After weary years of toil and misery, ‘ where a 
ray of sunshine never can be found ’—ay, then 
I would have hastened away with lightning 
speed; and now I feel as thought I could for- 
ever linger among these rugged hills. Ay, and 
rather than go away, I could almost promise to 
labor the balance of my days down in the depths 
of the earth, with the only hope of once in 
awhile having a momentary glance of that dear 
face. Yes, yes, Gertie Loder, I, Sandie, the 
coal miner, have dared to permit your sweet 
image to become imprinted upon my heart, 
What presumption! her aunt would cry, if she 
were aware of the hopes that even I dare in- 
dulge. And Mr. Loder, what contempt would 
agitate his stern face, if he dreamed of my au- 
dacity! And Gertie, what would she think? 
how would she receive a revelation of the 
truth?” 

Again for a few moments he appeared lost in 
meditation, as be twirled the letter carelessly in 
his hand. Finally he clinched his hand with a 
fierce energy, and stamped his foot excitedly as 
he exclaimed: 

‘* Yes, yes, by Heaven, she shall stand the 
test! I will not unfold the whole truth, but | 
will concoct a story which shall smooth over the 
present apparent distance between our con- 
ditions, and then I, who could dare to claim the 
hand of a princess, will lay all at the feet of 
this fair maid of the coal mine.”’ 

Late in the afternoon a plainly dressed but 
handsome man entered a livery stable and hired 
a saddle- horse. 

‘** Who is that chap?’’ inquired the proprietor 
of the stables, as the man mounted and drove 
away. ‘1 never saw him before.” 

‘‘Nor | either; and Iam kind of sorry that 
you let him have the nag.’’ 

‘* Oh, I guess he is all right; if any man ever 
had an honest face, that young man has; | 
would risk him for anything.”’ 

‘* Who are you speaking about?” saida youth 
who was lounging around the stables, - 

‘* We were talking about that young man who 
just rode away from here on horseback.” 

‘*Oh, | know him; he is the informer who 
was the chief witness against the men who 
burned down Loder’s house up at the mine.”’ 

‘*“'You are wrong there, my lad, for I was 
present at the trial, and the chap that gave evi- 
dence against that mun Thumping Brad was a 
different looking man entirely.”’ 

‘*{ tell you 1 am right; he boards right op- 
posite where I live, and he has got nice toggery 
on now, that is the reason you don’t recognize 
him; but 1 know him well. My sister says he 
is the handsomest chap in town, and she would 
set her cap for him only for his being a miner.’”’ 

‘*T guess your sister would not thank you, 
my boy, for telling what she says out of 
school.” 

“I don’t care; I only told you that you might 
make sure that I knew who the man was. If I 
had a horse to hire, he would be the last man I 
would hire it to just about these times.”’ 

“é Why?” 

‘** Because the best thing that man-can do is 
to slope; the miners have sworn to have his life, 
and you may bet that they will, unless he ‘ gits 
out and gits,’”’ 

‘** He has had plenty of chances to leave if he 
was anxious to; and furthermore, if he is really 
the man you say that he is, lad, he is not the 
chap to leave for fear of anybody.” 

“ But I heard him talking to Mr. Loder the 
other day, and he said he was going away.” 

‘* Well, I guess he will not go away on horse- 
back; and if he does, he will not make far with 
the beast he is riding without leaving his trail 
behind, for that mare is known for a hundred 
miles around this country, and as my property, 
too,’”’ 5 

In the meantime, Sandie Carmichael—for it 
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was he who had dressed himself up in a style 
to suit the plan he intended to carry out—had 
turned the horse’s head toward the miners’ 
hamlet. 

It was between nine and ten o’clock when 
Sandie cantered through the village, and took 
the road leading toward the present abode of 
Mr. Loder. 

“*T am late,’’ he muttered, ‘‘ and it is possi- 
ble that I may not have a chance to see Vertie 
to-night; if not, [ will drive over to Radley’s, 
and remain there until morning. And to-mor- 
row I can watch re opportunity, and will catch 
her when alone, know that I am doing an 
unusual thing; still, my whole life has been a 
series of contraries, and it will be but an add- 
ed one if I fail in my present hopes.’’ 

In order to reach Mr. Loder’s new residence, 
it was necessary for Sandie to pass over the 
same road and near the same ledge where he 
had had his desperate struggle with Thumping 
Brad some weeks previous, and beyond, even 
past, the mouth of the shaft and the engine- 
room building. 

Without any notable incident, he proceeded 
along, glancing warily from side to side, pre- 
pared to guard himself from any sudden sur- 
prise, until he neared that part of the road which 
wound by the mouth of the shaft and engine- 
room, when he was suddenly startled by.seeing 
the tall figure of a man rise out of the gully be- 
side the road, pass through the shadow of the 
engine-room, and disappear upon the further 
side. 

‘* Great heavens!’’ exclaimed Sandie, tightly 
clinching his pistol, ‘‘if I didn’t know that 
Thumping Brad was an inmate of a prison, 
securely locked in by bolt and key, I should say 
that that was his form that just crossed the road 
and disappeared behind the engine-house; but 
no! it can not possibly be him! and yet that in- 
dividual, whoever he is, was aware of my ap- 
proach, when he leaped out of the gully, and 
stole stealthily across the road!’ 

‘‘T would like to have an inkling of that 
‘hap’s intentions,’’ said Sandie, as he brought 
1is horse to a sudden halt, and leaned forward 
over the animal's neck, tosee if he could observe 
any further movement on the part of the mys- 
terious figure, 

‘“ Thaf was the figure of a stranger in these 
immediate parts,’’ continued Sandie, ‘‘ for there 
is not a man within ten miles of here possessing 
such a large figure as that individual, whoever 
he may be, that just glided across my path-be- 
yond there.”’ 

For full five minutes the miner sat upon his 
horse, and thought over what it was best to do 
under the circumstances. To turn back would 
be ridiculous; to advance would be dangerous; 
for our hero felt satisfied in his own mind that 
the man, be he stranger or acqudintance, was 
lying in wait for him, and was, most likely, the 
cause of his horse’s sudden terror a few mo- 
ments previous, An instant’s consideration 
confirmed the latter belief. ‘‘ What weuld be 
easier than to rise up suddenly before the horse 
at that particular part of the road, and cause 
him to shy over the cliff.” As Sandie thought 
of this, a cold shudder ran over his frame, and 
he thanked God, by an inward ejaculation, for 
his narrow escape from a terrible death. This 
latter conviction, also, confirmed his suspicions 


that the ruffian knew who he was, had been 


lying in wait for him, and had, with a low, 
ruffianly cunning, chosen that particular spot to 
murder him when it. could with reasonable 
probability be made to appear that his death 
was the result of an accident. 

‘* Forewarned forearmed,’’ muttered Sandie, 
as he struck his horse’s side gently with his 
heels upon either flanks, and urged him slowly 
forward, while in his hand he carried, ready 
for instant use, a cocked pistol. 

Upon nearing*the engine-room he again came 
to a halt, and sung out, in a clear, firm voice: 

** Who is there?’’ 

There was no response. 

Again Sandie called out: 

““ Tf there is any one in hearing of my voice, 
if 1 do not receive an answer I will shoot down 
the first person I meet within a hundred yards 
at sight!”’ 

Again there was no response. 

‘* The responsibility of a death must rest with 
the person who refuses to answer.’’ A.third 
time called: Sandie. 

Still there was no reply. 

Sandie at length was compelled to question 
whether he had not been deceived by his own 
imagination, and whether or not some passing 
shadow had not been mistaken by him for the 
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— of a human being. But then, again, 
what had startled his horse so suspiciously at 
that dangerous part of the road, where such an 
accident, nine times out of ten, would have 
proven fatal. Still, again, there was no one, to 
his knowledge, beside Thumping Brad, who 
was so large of stature about the mines, 

These thoughts followed one another through 
his mind, and only served to perplex him, when 
suddenly another suggestion presented itself, 
and he exclaimed excitedly: 

“‘Great Heaven! why did‘I not think of it 
before. Jt may be a stranger, and still be may 
be lying in wait forme. It is—it must be 
& murderer by lot—a man appointed to murder 
me as an informer! A member of the secret 
brotherhood! Ay, the man’s stature is account- 
ed for—he is set upon my track—he must mur- 
der me, or break his oath, or die! Well, let him 
die, for I feel that my time has not come yet!’’ 
und Sandie struck his horse’s flanks smartly, 
and dashed bravely ahead. 





CHAPTER XVIII. 


Drivine past the lane which branched off 
from the main road and ran by Mr, Loder’s 
house, Sandie drove on some distance, and then 
coming to a halt, picketed his horse, and started 
across the lots toward the house. 

Mr. Loder’s new residence was a regular old- 
fashioned country farm-house, built after the 
Dutch style, painted red, and with a piazza 
raised only one step from the ground, traversing 
the whole length of the house both front and 
rear. 

As Sandie approached, a sight met his gaze’ 
which for a moment caused his heart to stand 
still; then, with a wild exclamation, he clasped 
his hand to his brow, and reeled and staggered 
like a drunken man. 

‘*My God! my God!’’ he exclaimed, ‘ this 
ends it all! my hopes blighted and blasted in a 
moment! Oh, Gertie, Gertie!’’ he continued, 
‘“‘T had indulged a bright dream; but no, no! [ 
am accursed; it is not for me to be happy on 
earth; as soon as the cup of happiness is raised 
to my lips, some specter hand dashes it at my 
feet, and a mistof gloom arises from the broken 
fragments,”’ 

The spectacle which had so suddenly changed 
Sandie’s happy anticipations to dark foreboding: 
clouds of misery, was the sudden beholding, as 
he approached Mr. Loder’s house, of her whose: 
image filled his heart leaning lovingly upon the 
arm of a handsome stranger. 

The couple were out upon the balcony, and 
were standing directly before the low window, 
from out which flashed a clear, brilliant ray of 
light, thereby making plain and distinct every 
expression and emotional play upon both of 
their countenances. | 

Their attitude could not be mistaken; it was 
one of mutual confidence and love, — 

As our readers will yet learn, Sandie Car- 
michael was a far different person from what 
his adventures thus far would indicate; he was 
of a strong, intense nature—a man who in bat- 
tle was a lion, and in love a Jamb; in strife, his 
nerves were like steel; in the presence of the 
object of his affections, like worsted, 

When Sandie first cast his eyes upon Gertie 
Loder, as he saw her sitting upon the piazza of 
Mr. Loder’s former residence, at the time he 
came to warn the manager of the impending 
riot, he was, for a moment, paralyzed with ad- 
miration, at the sudden beholding of her rare 
and exquisite loveliness; and when he heard the 
tender tones of her voice, a sweet cord of mem- 
ory was touched, and a dream of the past came 
rushing o’er his mind, And again, when those 
pleasant tones trilled the appellation of ‘* gen- 
tleman,’’ when speaking of the begrimed miner, 
the young man was still more ‘entranced, and 
from that moment there had been a melody sing- 
ing lightly in his*heart, which had called into 
life hopes and anticipations which he had 
thought never again to experience. 

From that moment the purposes and aims of 
his life had changed. He experienced desires 
which otherwise would never have been aroused; 
and, like the Arab, he would have folded his 
tent, and as quietly stolen away from the life 
of a miner, had not he been drawn into the 
vortex of the scenes of excitement which had 
succeeded this new revelation in his life. 

Each succeeding hour had increased Sandie’s 
enchantment; and when he began to realize that 
Gertie really took an interest in his fate, his joy. 
became keener and his hopes brighter and more 
promising of a glorious final fulfillment. | 

His admiration had deepened in an intense 
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and soul-inspired love. One possibility, in the 
rapture of the moment, had never entered his 
brain; he had not dreamed that it could be pos- 
sible that another possessed already the rich 
benison of Gertie’s love. Therefore our readers 
will readily understand the cause and depth of 
his emotion, upon suddenly becoming convinced 
of the fact that another held Gertie’s love, and 
on his unexpected sudden beholding the two 
lovers together. 

For a moment, after struggling with the first 
excitement of his discovery, Sandie stood and 
gazed sadly and enviously upon the pretty 
tableau presented, and was just upon the point 
of we away, when suddenly he beheld the 
shadow of a persou thrown across the ray of 
light which flashed from the windows, and the 
pext instant he saw the figure of a man steal 
stealthily and unobserved across in the same 
direction. 


CHAPTER XIX. 


Upon seeing this dark shadow crossing the 
glare of light, which flashed from the windows 
of the house, a cold chill of danger and impend- 
ing peril crept over Sandie’s form. 

For a moment he lost all trace of the stranger’s 
form; and he made a complete circuit of the 
house without regaining a view of it. 

‘* Can it be possible,’’ he soliloquized, ‘‘ that 
I am the victim of an optical illusion? Twice 
have I seen this ill-betiding figure—this strange, 
voiceless shadow, and then again has it mys- 
teriously disappeared. Am I losing my reason, 
or am I really the selected victim of some 
specter from the grave?’’ 

Twice, without the radius of light which 
flashed from the house, and unobserved, San- 
die made a circuit of the premises without recog- 
nizing the least indication of the supposed pres- 
ence of the man whom he thought he had seen, 
and he was much perplexed. The mysterious 
disappearance would indicate that his fancy 
had played him some strange freak; and yet, 
on the other hand, common sense proclaimed 
that his horse had not been fooled by his im- 
agination, when he was so suddenly terrified 
upon the road along by the dangerous ledge, 
beneath which lurked death for an unwary 
rider, 

Still, as after the most careful search, Sandie 
could see no one, he was compelled to believe 
that possibly he had confounded the figure of 
the man who had disappeared behind the en- 
gine-house, with the latter figure which he had 
seen pass across the ray of light from the house; 
and that the former may possibly have been a 
dangerous customer, who had been foiled by 
his own wariness, and that the latter might most 
likely be some person attached to the house, 
possibly Mike, the [rishman who had assisted 
in the defense of the mansion, when attacked 
by the miners. It did not seem probable that 
the first individual could have . reached the 
vicinity quickly enough to have heen the 
original of the second appearance. 

‘oming again to the front of the house, San- 
die took a safe position behind a hedge, secure 
from observation, and resolved for a few mo- 
ments to gaze, for the last time, upon the face 
of the beautiful woman who had caused hopes 
to bud in his bosom, which were cruelly nipped 
ere they had fully bloomed. Without a feeling 
of envy or jealousy, this noble man stood and 
gazed upon this picture of happiness and bliss. 
As long as Gertie was happy, Sandie was satis- 
fied. 

Long and earnestly he contemplated her love- 
ly face and exquisitely graceful form, watching 
each pleasant emotion, aided by the light which 
flashed from the windows, rippling over her 
truly angelic features. He saw the love-light in 
her eyes, the flush of maiden tenderness upon 
her cheeks, aud the confiding smile which il- 
luminated and enhanced the general charm 
which constituted the tout ensemble of her whole 
countenance. Ever and anon, her pleasant, 
silvery laugh rippled out upon the clear night 
air, as some witty rema'k of her companion fell 
upon herears. He, too, the handsome, proud, 
dark-looking man, with a fine, stern face, and 
military air and bearing, appeared to be wooed 
by her gentle spirit into a condition of ex- 
quisite and holy calm. 

Still Sandie gazed fascinated by the happiness 
Which was another’s, and which, for a few brief 
days, he had fondly hoped miglit have been his. 

At length, with a weary sigh, and a heavy 
sadness at his heart, he turned away, feeling 


that he could witness the scene no longer with- 


out giving a wild, incoherent utterance to his 
own agonized disappointment. 

He had proceeded but a few steps when he 
felt an uncontrollable impulse to return «and 
glance once more, even if but for a moment, 
upon the tableau which pictured what might 
have been, but which in realily doomed him 
from hence to walk the balance of the journey 
of life a disappointed and lonely man. Retrac- 
ing his steps a short distance, he suddenly 
stopped and exclaimed: 

** No, no! why can I not be a man at once? 
I might linger and gaze at that enchanting face 
for the balance of my life? but no, I will bea 
man and -meet my future of lonely misery at 
once!’’ and again he turned away. 

This time he proceeded still further than at 
first, fully resolved never to look upon Gertie’s 
face again; but a strange, weird influence, not 
born of his own personal desire, seemed to urge 
him to turn back, and the second time he faced 
about, and advanced to a position from whence 
he could once more gaze upon her. 

Climbing over the side-rail furthest from 
where the two unsuspecting lovers stood, was 
the same dark, mysterious figure which upon 
two occasions previously upon this same night 
his startled gaze had fallen. 

Slowly but warily, and with a cat-like step, 
the tall, dark figure approached toward the two 
young people, who, standing with their backs 
toward Jim, and gazing at the clear moon sail- 
ing gracefully past the rifts of clouds, were too 
intently engaged with each other to be aware of 
the approach of the dark, threatening stranger 
so stealthily and suspiciously drawing near to 
them. 

“*Oh, God!” exclaimed Sandie, meutally, 
but unable to give utterance to hi$ thoughts; 
‘‘she will be murdered right before my eyes, 
and I am helpless!’ __ 

Still unconscious of their danger, the two in- 
nocent persons stood and enjoyed the beauties 
which surrounded them. Suddenly a clear, 
musical laugh rang out upon the silent air; but 
an instant later, the music of innocent laughter 
ended in a prolonged shriek of terror. 
had turned suddenly, and her eyes fell upon 
the form of the assassin. With a fierce yell of 
rage, the latter, seeing that he was discovered, 
sprung forward, holding aloft in his*hand a 
formidable knife, which glittered and flashed 
in the light from the window, 

The suddenness of the discovery of this 
threatening figure for a moment seemed to 
freeze Gertie’s companion with terror, and it 
appeared as though he, too, would prove power- 
less to raise an arm in the doomed girl's de- 
fense. . 

But only for an instant did this shock of hor- 
ror prevail; the next saw Gertie suddenly jerked 
back, and his form placed between her and the 
assassin, 

‘* Be it thou first, and then the girl,’’ growled 
the assassin, fiercely, as he advanced still nearer, 
and raised his knife to plunge into the unarmed 
man’s bosom, But ever as the giant mur- 
derer’s arm descended, a sharp report rang out 
upon the air, and the knife fell from the vil- 
lain’s grasp, while his arm fel] powerless to his 
side, as though stricken by palsy, or a bolt of 
lightning. 

With a howl of pain and rage, the monster 
started back a step; and then suddenly, with 
his uninjured hand, he drew a pistol from his 
jacket, cocked it with his teeth, and leveling it 
straight at the man’s heart, was about to fire, 
At this moment a dark figure sprung forward, 
knocked the weapon from his grasp with a 
powerful blow, and sought to seize him and 
close in for a desperate struggle. But the as- 
sassin leaped back, and with one bound sprung 
over the railing of the piazza, and disappeared 
in the darkness, 


CHAPTER XX. 


Mr. Loper came rushing from the house 
with the amazed inquiry: 

‘*Great heavens! what is the matter? What 
does this mean? Who fired that pistol-shot? 
and: what alarmed Gertie?’ exclaimed Mr. 
Loder, without waiting for any one of his 
rapidly asked questions to be answered. Gertie 
herself was the first to speak. 

‘** Oh, uncle, uncle!’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘ I and 
Edgar would have been murdered in cold blood, 
if it had not been for the bravery and coolness 
of Mr. Carmichael! He appears to be our 
guardian angel!” . 

Turning to Sandie, Mr. Loder said: 

** Come, tell me the facts, If a murder has 


Gertie 


been attempted, the assassin may still be lurk- 
ing in the vicinity.’’ 

When our hero gave his reason for visiting 
the manager’s house, a strange, sad light shone 
in Gertie’s eyes, and had the former observed 
it, and been less modest, he would have been 
mystified, even if all the old hopes which but a 
few short moments ago he had bid good-bye to 
forever had not been wholly revived; but he 
did not see the expression upon her face, nor 
notice the glance in her eyes, aud the brave 
heart still lay heavy in his bosom, and no joy- 
beats were mingled with its throbs, as he stood 
and answered Mr, Loder’s quick, sharp ques- 
tions. 

“¢Had you any suspicions, when driving by 
the engine-room, who the dark figure was that 
so strangely crossed your path?” 

‘* Yes, sir; I had a suspicion.’’ 

‘** Who did you imagine this scoundrel to be?”’ 

““Thumping Brad, the leader of the miners’ 
riot.”’ 


** Tmpossible!”’ ; 

‘“* No, sir; I could not be mistaken, when my 
eyes once fell clearly upon that man’s face, I 
know his villainous countenance too well.”’ 

‘“* But you must be mistaken; Thumping Brad 
was removed to the state prison to-day!”’ 

**T know that he was to have been, but it 
seems that he was not.” 

“Is it possible that he could have escaped ?’’ 

** Tt is certain that-he has his freedom, and is 
roaming this neighborhood, seeking vengeance 
upon those who brought him to justice.”’ 

“But why should he wish to murder my 
niece? She certainly had no hand in bringing 
him to justice.”’ 

‘*] think that he believed, in the darkness, 
that this gentleman was yourself; and he would 
not hesitate to murder your niece, because by 
that foul deed he would cause you anguish by 
sacrificing her.” 

Mr. Loder stood for a few moments lost in 
thought, when Gertie availed herself of this 
opportunily to approach Sandie, and, with tears 
in her eyes, she in earnest language expressed 
her gratitude. 

While Gertie was speaking, Sandie stood mo- 
tionless, with a countenance as pale as marble, 
and with his lips compressed as though strug- 
gling to repress some powerful emotion. Final- 


ly, interrupting Gertie’s expressions of grati- . 


tude, he said: 

“* Miss Loder, you attach too great impor- 
tance to a simple act, which any man, under the 
circumstances, would have been proud to have 
performed.”’ 


‘‘And yet, is it not a strange destiny that 
should always ordain that you should be near 
when great peril assails any member of my un- 
cle’s family?” 

‘“No; it is not a strange destiny, but a very 
ordinary one. I was a worker in your uncle’s 
mine; a few bad men were inclined to commit 
outrages: I was opposed to violence, and arrayed 
myself against these evilly disposed men. This 
circumstance brought me in connection with 
the tragic events which followed, and as your 
family were the objects of assault, I naturally 
fell in as an avowed champion of the manager 
and his family.” 

** Yes, but what inspired you to become our 
friend? I am sure that had it not been for you 
we might have all been murdered upon that 
fatal night. And then how was it that you 
were the only miner that volunteered to defend 
us?”’ 


‘*T doubt not, Miss Loder, that a majority of 
the miners would rather have defended you 
than have harmed you. There were hut a por- 
tion of the men engaged in the riot, and a ma- 
jority of those were the victims of bad liquor 


_|and worse counsels; and furthermore, they had 


no idea, when led by the bad ones, to what ex- 
tremes their leaders intended to proceed. These 
men felt that they had certain wrongs to redress, 
and started out with the design only of obtain- 
ing their rights; but frequently an assemblage 
of the best disposed men may, in the excite- 
ment of the moment, be led to countenance ex- 
cesses which in calmer moments they would 
sooner die than commit.”’ ; 
‘You appear to be strangely prejudiced in 
favor of the miners?’’ spoke up Mr. Loder. 
‘* Yes, sir, l’‘am,’’ replied Sandie, promptly. 
** You are enthusiastic in defense of them.’’ 
** Yes, sir, 1 am, because I am one of them, 
and know the hardships that they endure.’’ 
During al] this conversation the gentleman 
who had been Standing alone with Gertie upon 
the balcony, and who was thereby a joint object 
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-of attack with her, now joined in the conver- 
sation by exclaiming: 

‘Is it possible that this noble and cultivated 
man must always continue to work in the 
mines?” 

‘* Yes, sir,”’ replied.Sandie, in a tone in which 
was mingled a slight mixture of bitterness; *‘ I 
am only a miner, and 1 see no reason to be 
ashamed of my vocation.’ 

‘* Excuse me, I did not mean to speak dis- 
paragingly; I was only surprised that a man of 
your presence aud evident accomplishments 
should have chosen such a vocation.”’ 

‘You are not more surprised, Edgar, than. 
we all have been during the last few weeks. 
Our brave friend here chooses to shroud himself 
_in mystery; yet I hope the day will come when 
we will— 

- At this instant Mr. Loder’s words were cut 
short by a sharp report and a sudden flash, 
which illuminated the night, 

The next instant Sandie Carmichael wheeled 
around, reached forth his hands as though to 
grasp at something, and then with a heavy 
groan staggered forward, and ere either of the 
surprised and terrified by- standers could reach 
forward to save him, fell prone upon his face, 
insensible and gasping, at their feet. 





CHAPTER XXI. 


For an instant Mr. Loder stood irresolute, 
seemingly too much surprised and shocked by 
the suddenness of the tragedy, to know what to 
do; but after lights were brought, and blood 
was seen ebbing from Sandie’s bared breast, he 
hesitated no longer. Calling upon Edgar for 
assistance, they together bore the wounded man 
into the house. Mike, who now appeared upon 
the scene, was ordered to harness a horse, and 
speed away for a physician, after stopping at 
the residence of Mr. ilton, and directing him 
to hasten to the manager’s home as quickly as 
possible. 

_. Having thus put matters in train for the car 

ing of the noble young man who had _ most 
probably lost his life in his service, Mr. Loder 
took down a rifle from the kitchen wall, and 
told Edgar to arm himself. 

‘“ What do you intend to do, brother?” cried 
Miss Loder. 

‘“‘T intend to hunt that rascal and assassin 
until I run him to the earth; and then,’’ and as 
Mr, Loder spoke a terrible expression settled 
upon his stern countenance; ‘‘ and then,’’ he 
repeated, ‘‘ I will act as judge, jury, and execu- 
tioner to this wretch, who has stricken down 
this noble youth, even upon my own threshold.’’ 

‘* Be not rash, my dear brother; neither leave 
me now; I fear that this noble man is wounded 
unto death.’’ 

“‘ And he has sacrificed his life to save ours!”’ 
‘exclaimed Gertie. 

‘‘T know it, my dear; but your uncle ~ 
place officers of the law upon Brad’s track; 
is not necessary that he should run any 
himself!” 

‘* Uncle will do as he thinks best; but, aunt, 
if 1 were a man, I would pursue that murderer 
unto the ends of the earth!’’ And there was a 
fierce gleam in Gertie’s eyes, and a determined 
look upon her beautiful features, which seemed 
suddenly to have assumed the clear hardness of 
chiseled marble as she spoke. 

Further discussion was terminated for the 
time being, by signs of returning life in the 
wounded man. This indication caused Mrs, 
Loder to ply her remedies with renewed vigor, 
and, after a season, Sandie opened his eyes, and 
Si id i ina feeble voice: 

‘* What has happened to me?’’ 

Motioning Gertie to leave the room, or retire 
from the vicinity of Brad’s victim, Mr. Loder 
advanced, and said: 

‘“ My brave friend, you were the victim of 
Thumping Brad's treachery ”’ 

‘“*’Phen I have been wounded?”’ 

* Yes, my friend, you have; but we hope for 
big best.’ 

‘You hope for the best! 
that my wound is fatal?” 

‘* You are a brave man; death hath no terrors 
for you, and I will conceal nothing. I believe 
that your wound is futal; but we can not tell, 
certainly, until the physician arrives.’ 

‘Where am I wounded?”’ 

Mr. Loder was about to speak, when Aunt 
Susan again shook her finger at him warningly, 
and herself replied: 

‘You had better defer asking any more ques- 
tions until the doctor’s arrival, then he can tell 
you all about it; all we can do is to guess.”’ 


Then you think 
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COD IN A COAL MINE, 


Again silence pervaded the room for a few 
moments, when suddenly all were startled by a 
scream from Aunt Susan, who knelt beside 
Sandie, with her face turned toward the win- 
dows, while the rest of those assembled about 
the sufferer, stood with their backs toward them. 
As she gave utterance to a a , sharp scream, 
Aunt Susan pointed toward the windows, and 
when the others turned they at once saw the 
same object which had been the cause of her ex: 
clamation of alarm. 

It had been a night of alarms and surprises; 
still this latter was none the less startling in its 
nature, for there, with his: features flattened 
against the window, was the dark visage of a 
dark, tawny-faced man, with fierce, staring 
eyes, and long, black hair streaming loosely 
upon his shoulders. 

Grasping his rifle, Mr. Loder was about rush- 
ing forth, when Gertie seized his arm, and hold. 
ing him back, exclaimed: 

** Be careful, uncle, it’s Sandie’s friend!’ 

** Who is it, ‘do you say?”’ 

“ Tt’s Sandie’s friend, Indian Joe! 

Even while Gertie spoke, the face disappeared 
from the window, and the next moment Indian 
Joe, in full war paint, stalked into the room, 

Those who had been in the habit of seeing 
the old chief only in his semi-civilized dress, 
were amazed at the wonderful transformation 
the Indian paraphernalia made in his appear- 
ance. 

For a moment he gazed at Sandie, and his 
bosom heaved, but not a sound fell from his 
lips, only the significant and habitual guttural 
exclamation: 
“Ugh! ugh! 
Sandie at once recognized the chief, and said, 
extending his hand: 

“T am glad to see you, Joe; your white 
friend is going to the happy hunting grounds!”’ 

‘* Brad shoot?’’ said Indian Joe. 

** Yes, ii was Brad; he has dropped me at 
last; and my onl wish is that he will be satis- 
fied, and that I wi 1 prove the only victim of his 
evil vengeance.’ 

‘* Brad escaped from jail?”’ 

“Yes; he must have escaped, because I am 
sure that it was he.”” 

** Ugh! Injun kill Brad.”’ 

As Joe, said this, the fierce light in his eyes 
grew fiercer, and his great browu hand clutched 
convulsively at the handle of a large bowie 
knife which was slung on his belt. 

‘* How Brad shoot? Tell Injun,’”’ said Joe, 
after a moment. 

Mr. Loder, laying aside: his rifle, related all 
that Sandie had tol him, and then supplement- 
ed his own account of what had occurred sub 
sequently. As the manager proceeded, the In- 
dian leaned forward and listened with the 
eagerness of an Eastern devotee listening to the 
oracles of one of their priests. 

The picture presented was a grand one. 
t}| Upon the floor lay Sandie; beside him stood 
Miss Loder; a short distance ‘pack of her, Gertie; 
and in the foreground Mr. Loder, with the 
cbief, in his fantastic attire, leaning ‘forward in 
a listening attitude. 

When Mr. Loder had concluded his account, 
Indian Joe moved toward the door, muttering, 
between constant exclamations and grunts: 

‘* White man’s a fool! white man’s a fool]!’’ 

‘* Stop! what do you mean?” exclaimed Mr. 
Loder, stepping before Joe. 

‘*T mean,”’ said the old chief, Brad no done 
yet. Brad shoot again, sure.’ 

And as a singular corroboration of the chief’s 
words, at that very instant a ball came crashing 
through the window-pane. 


12? 


1?? 





CHAPTER XXII. 


AT the hour of midnight, upon the evening 
when Sandie Carmichael rode along the ledge 
rodd, and encountered his little hide-and-seek 
game with the tall, dark figure, which he sub- 
sequently identified as Thumping Brad the out- 
law, a number of dark figures at intervals 
might have been seen stealthily moving along 
the same road in squads of twos and threes. 

There was a singular cautiousness in their 
movem: nts, which indicated something not less 
mysterious in their intentions, as they all spoke 
in low whispers, and were constantly sending 


several of their number to different points, to’ 


watch and see that no one who was not ac- 
quainted with, or interested in their purposes, 
was a chance spectator of their doings. That 
their gathering was an important one, and in- 
tended to be as secret as the grave, was indicat- 
ed beyond question. 
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A anna ne te dace eM A carl ail At tiene a a SE peters ae Vales of resentment pervaded the 
bosoms of the miners against Mr, Loder, and 
more especially against Sandie. 

Thumping Brad was looked upon as a martyr 
to their demands for increased wages; and San- 
die as the direct cause and promoter of his mar- 
tyrdom. 

As is generally known, there is an association 
or secret brotherhood, whose ramifications ex- 
tend throughout the whole community _ of 
miners; it is not confined to any one mine, dis- 
trict, or state, but, like masonry, has its grand 
lodge, which is the fountain-head and the source 
from whence all rules, regulations, and special 
mandates issue, 

These conclaves were as secret as death; and 
a sudden judgment upon some one who had be- 
come liable to their decrees was frequently the 
result of their deliberations, They recognized 
the fact that in union there is strength, and in 
secrecy there is.safety. 

A summons to attend one of these secret 
meetings was the occasion of the assembling of 
so many of the miners at this weird hour of the 
night, at the head of the shaft, as above de- 
scribed, and also explains the mystery of their 
cautious and stealthy movements, as they were 
in Constant dread of the approach of spies and 
informers, who would come 


‘** Like a chiel amang them o° takin’ notes.” 


Finally, the last brother expected reached the 
head of the shaft, and at once measures were 
completed for their descent. The connection 
was broken between the wheel by which de- 
scents were made by the aid of steam power, 
and the apparatus was adjusted to a second ar- 
rangement, which was intended to be worked 
by hand, and which was used as a substitute 
when the engine needed repairing, or was 
stopped from any cause whatever. 

By the hand arrangement only two or three 
men could be lowered at a time; and yet it was 
not long before all but the two left’ above to 
work the windless were down at the foot of the 
shaft, deep, deep, into the black depths of the 


earth, 
‘“ Where the dog-star never glows.” 


Once below, all stealthiness and cautlon?” 
ceased, 

Lighting their torches, the men formed a pro- 
cession, marching in single file through several 
cuts, and along narrow passages, from the walls 
of which could be heard the constant drip, 
drip, of the water which oozed forth, and form- 
ed a puddle of considerable depth beneath their 
feet. At length they emerged from one of those 
narrow roadways, into a large chamber—an ex- 
hausted “* breast ’’—which had been excavated 
here and there in several directions, leaving 
quite an open space in the center, from which 
branched passages leading into different work- 
ings. 

i Brothers,’’ said one of the miners who had 
taken his seat in the center of the circle, ‘‘ this 
convocation of the brotherhood will now come 
to order, and business will proceed.’’ For a 
moment a pause ensued, when at Jength the 
miner who had called the meeting to order, and 
by his movements was evidently the elected 
head of this particular lodge, arose again and 
said: 

‘“ Brothers, this meeting for to. night has been 
called for the transaction of the most important 
business that has ever engaged our attention 
since we have been banded together. We have 
with us to-night a deputy, bringing with him 
the proper credentials from the grand lodge of 
the brotherhood. Brothers, the sad news—the 
painful news—has come over the mountains, 
the rivers, and the vales to us, that a traitor—an 
informer—has arisen among you; and that 
through his instrumentality one of your num- 
ber has been slain, and another is at present an 
inmate of a prison cell.” After speaking for 
full thirty minutes, he ‘suddenly exclaimed: 
‘*And now, brothers, with you remains the 
judgment! ‘What is your verdict? it is for you 
to pronounce the traitor’s doom, and for us to 
execute your judgment!”’ 

Wild, fierce shouts now re-echoed through 
the gloomy depths, as one after another ex- 
claimed: ‘* Let him die! let him die! Our ver- 
dict is death—death to all traitors and inform- 
ers!’’ 

“And this is your formal verdict—this is 
your judgment?” 

“It is; let the informer die!’’ came in one. 
unanimous shout from the begrimed and excited 
group. 

At this instant a sudden shout of rage and 
vengeance burst from the lips of the terribly 
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excited miners, as the figure of a man emerged 
from one of the passages, and with a rapid step, 
approached directly toward them. 

** A traitor! a traitor! an informer!’’ shouted 
‘the men, now wrought up to a condition of ab- 
- solute fury. 

** Hold!’’ thundered the new-comer. ‘‘ Listen 
-to me!”’ and as he approached nearer within the 

circle of light, the startled men observed that 
his clothes were tattered, and that his features 
were pale and bloody, as though he had just es- 
caped from some terrible combat. 





CHAPTER XXIII. 


For a few moments a scene of terrible excite- 
ment ensued. Weapons were drawn, and it ap- 
‘peared as though the stranger who had so mys- 
-teriously and inopportunely come among them 
. would be literally hacked to pieces, when sud- 
denly one of the men exclaimed: 

‘* An’ may I die where I stand, if the man is 
not Thumping Brad himself!’’ 

Finally, when the wild excitement was suffi- 
ciently quieted, Brad was led forward’ and es- 
corted to the middle of the circle, as the men, 
-in obedience to the shouted command of their 
presiding ofticer, again resumed their seats. 

‘* Brothers, will we hear from our comrade 
Brad?” | 

‘‘ Ay! ay! hear! hear!’’ shouted the men. 
** Let the man who has suffered in our cause 
speak,’’ came from a dozen throats. } 

Brad stepped forward a step or two, stopped, 
and slowly cast his eyes around the whole cir- 
cle, carefully scanning each face; at length, in 
a hoarse voice, he inquired: 

‘* An’ is it settled that we have no traitors or 
informers among us at this moment?’’ 

Brad repeated his question; this time he raised 
his voice almost to a yell, and his bloody face 
was convulsed with passion, his great bosom 
heaved with excitement, his eyes burned with a 
lurid light, and his giant form fairly trembled 
in its tattered covering as he added: 

‘*T am an outlaw, an’ my hands: are already 
sed with the blood of one informer! I might as 
well die for an ox as a sheep! Then answer me, 
is there a traitor among us, or are all here as- 
sembled true and loyal brothers?’’ 

The presiding officer of the meeting was the 
first to break the terrible silence which a second 
time succeeded this fearful inquiry, and he said: 
- * To the best of our knowledge, there are 
none but brave men, and comrades true and 
loyal, present this night!”’ 

‘* Have ye searched, tried, and tested?’’ cried 
Brad. 

‘* There are none present but the sworn mem- 
bers of the brotherhood!”’ 

‘* An’ thou’rt sure of this? An’ I tell thee 
there might be an error made!”’ 

‘* There can be no error; each man gave the 
password at the head of the shaft!”’ 

‘* An’ if thou’rt sure, man, it is well; for I 
tell ye, that the demon of these mines, the terri- 
ble fire-damp with its lieutenant, and not less 
deadly agent, the choke-damp, are not more 
dangerous to thee and me at this moment than 
a foul informer!”’ 

‘* Let every man be sworn!”’ said a voice. 

‘**Ay! ay! let every man be sworn!’’ called 
out a dozen others. 

‘Tt is not necessary,’’ said the presiding offi- 
cer. ‘‘ I will stand responsible with my life for 
every man present!”’ 

‘* What brought ye here to-night? What oc- 
casion was there for a meeting of the brother- 
hood ?”’ 

*** We met to talk of vengeance for the murder 
of one comrade and the imprisonment of an- 
other.’’ 

A grim smile overspread Brad’s mangled face, 
as he inquired: 

- *€ An’ who was the man on whom ye sought 
to take vengeance?’ 

** Sandie Carmichael!’”’ 

‘* An’ then ye may save yer breath!”’ 
| ‘* What dost thou mean, man?”’ 

‘*T mean that Sandie Carmichael, curse him, 
has already paid the penalty of his treachery!’” 

** How so, man?’’ 

- “* He is dead!”’ 

‘** Dead!’’ came in general chorus from the 
miners. 

‘** Ay, dead!’’ answered Brad, with a horrid 
oath, and not less horrible chuckle. 

** An’ by whose hand?’’ 

‘Mine, comrades! he fell wounded unto 
death less than three hours ago; and as all 
traitors and informers. must fall, as long as 


Brad the miner has an arm to level a pistol and 
a forefinger to pull a trigger!”’ 

‘An’ how came it, man, that thou’rt free to 
avenge thine own and our wrongs?” 

“* They have not a prison that can hold Brad, 
nor can an enemy escape his vengeance, nor—’’ 

At this moment Brad was interrupted by the 
sudden appearance among them of one of the 
miners who had been left at the top of the shaft, 
who came rushing in pale and breathless. At 
once he, like Brad, was surrounded by an anx- 
ious and inquiring group of miners. 

‘‘Ay, man, what brings thee here? an’ of 
what evil tidings art thou tbe bearer?’’ 

‘** There must be another traitor and informer 
among us! We have been tracked to the shaft!’’ 
he exclaimed. 

‘** Are they upon us?’’ asked the leader. 

*‘ No; but they are watching the head of the 


-shaft.’’ 


‘* How many, and who are they?’’ 

‘* There are but two, as far as we could dis- 
cover. The one is Mr. Loder himself; the other, 
an odd-looking figure, such as we have never 
seen before.”’ 

‘* Silence comrades, and listen!’’ cried Brad. 
And at once every sound was hushed as he re- 
sumed: ‘‘ To-night I tracked Sandie Carmichael 
to the new residence of the manager: twice I 
attempted to kill him, but was baffled. Finally, 
in searching for him, I saw equally as good 

ame; it was the manager himself, talking lov- 
ingly with his niece, upon the piazza of his 
house. I stole upon them in a moment, and I 
would have had my knife buried in his bosom, 
when my evil genius, Sandie Carmichael, rose 
before me, and for the present saved the million- 
aire tyrant’s life. But—ha! ha! ha!—shortly 
after 1 had my revenge. They were standing 
in a group upon the stoop, Sandie, the inform- 
er, in their midst, the hero of the moment, 
when, with this good right hand, I raised my 
pistol, fired, and the traitor, coward, and in- 
former fell, pierced to the heart. He is one 
—who shall be number two?”’ 

‘* But what brings the manager here to the 
shaft?” 


** That scoundrel, Indian Joe, has trailed me 
here; and if I live a week, he shall be number 
two; and then the manager himself shall be 
number three!”’ 

For a moment the men stood and gazed at 
each other; their faces were clothed with a look 
eh inquiry, when Brad again spoke and 
said: 


‘* Comrades, I am now an outlaw. A price 
will be set upon my head. Will ye stand by 
me to the death?’’ 

The nren’s lips were formed for a unanimous 
reply, when the flash of a pistol illuminated the 
entrance to one of the side passages, and was 
immediately succeeded by the report of a fire- 
arm, which rolled, grumbled, and resounded 
through the caverns like the roll of distant thun 
der. 





CHAPTER XXIV. 


WHEN the bullet crashed through the win- 
dow, coming as an instant and remarkable con- 
firmation of Indian Joe’s suspicions, the old 
chief, followed by Mr. Loder, bounded out of 
the door, and started away in rapid pursuit of 
the assassin through the darkness. 

‘* Brad, stop! or Injun shoot!”’ called the old 
chief, as he came up with the assassin. 

But Brad paid no heed to this suggestive in- 
vitation to surrender,-and having reached the 
high-road, and knowing that Joe was quite an 
old man, he had no idea but what he could soon 
distance him. 

Suddenly a report sounded in his ear, and a 
bullet whistled across his shoulder, in close 
proximity to his head; still he did not slacken 
his pace, but kept along, and after proceeding 
some distance became convinced that he was 
holding his own, if not actually gaining a little 
upon his pursuer. 

Again a pistol ball whistled near him; and 
soon again another came hissing and singing 
over his head. Still he kept on, his hope being 
that he might reach the buildings about the 
mouth of the shaft, when, he doubted not, but 
that he would be able to throw the old chief off 
his trail amid the many heaps of débris and 
lumber which there abounded. 

On, on they sped. The miner, with a thrill 
of hope, saw the buildings about the shaft loom- 
ing up in the distance: still he felt also that his 
strength and wind were failing him, and finally 
he began to realize that his speed was decreas- 


ing; and at thesame time became conscious that 
the chief was gaining upon him. 

A thought struck him; he still had some 
charges remaining in his weapon. Turning 
quickly, he came to a dead halt, took deliberate 
aim, and fired; and instantly, with a wild shout 
of eee saw his pursuer stagger forward, 
sone! tumble all in a heap in the middle of the 
road. 

‘“’You are settled!’’ he murmured, as he 
turned about, and again started on a trot to- 
ward the mouth of the shaft. 

The moon, which up to this moment had 
shone out clear and bright, suddenly became 
veiled behind a mass of clouds which gracefully 
floated before it; and so dense was the cloud 
that the whole Jandscape was conipletely shroud- 
ed in darkness, 

Brad well knew the many windings of the 
road, and by slackening his pace, was able, after 
owns to group his way to the mouth of the 
shaft. — 

Down, down he clambered, with a sure hand 
and remarkable presence of mind, and witha 
rapidity which would have done credit to an ex- 
perienced acrobat. But it was a terrible strain 
upon his muscles, and as he descended from 
beam to beam, he at length began to feel that 
his strength was failing him. Weaker and 
weaker he became. He was naturally a man of 
immense strength, but he had undertaken this 
terrible feat after a most exhausting chase and 
a continued series of excitements, which had 
told fearfully upon his great strength. Finally 
he felt that he could stand the strain no longer; 
each moment his brawny hand took a weaker 
grasp, and he knew not how near he was to the 
bottom. After all his desperate struggles, he 
began to realize that he was to be overtaken by 
a terrible fate. Alone in that narrow passage 
leading down to the gloomy caverns beneath, 
with a wild, despairing look, he raised his head 
and glanced upward to see if he could judge of 
the distance to the bottom. Through the streak 
of darkness which enveloped the shaft-way, he 
could see a faint break which showed him the 
mouth of the shaft. 

Unconsciously, and for the first time in many 
years, an instinctive prayer for mercy rose to his 
lips, and again he sought to descend. Thus 
trembling and praying, he managed to let him- 
self down ashort distance further, when sud- 
denly his grasp relaxed, the hold of safety upon 
which he clung melted from his clasp, and with 
one wild yell of agony he went whirling through 
black space. 


CHAPTER XXV. 


Avr the time Thumping Brad discharged his 
pistol at Indian Joe, during their midnight 
chase, the old chief had not been hit by the bul- 
let, but observing the minuer’s intention to shoot, 
he had sought to check his speed suddenly, and 
in so doing lost his balance and fell. 

The fall for a moment disabled Joe, and by 
the time he had recovered his feet, the miner 
had disappeared; and as the former started to 
renew the pursuit, he heard rapid footsteps in 
his rear, and a moment later Mr. Loder came 
rushing up. 

‘*Has the villain escaped?’’ exclaimed the 
manager, ee 

‘‘ No; Injun no let him escape; Injun fal? 
lucky—Brad shoot—miss Injun—ugh! Joe all 
right.” 

‘* He fired at you, did he?”’ 

“Yes; no hit, tho’; Injun fall; lucky fall; 
save Injun!”’ 

Mr. Loder questioned the Indian still further, 
and after ascertaining all the facts, he said: 

‘“ Probably Brad has made toward the shaft.”’ 

Arriving in the vicinity of the buildings sur- 
rounding the mouth of the shaft, they took a 
short. cut, by a pathway which led around be- 
hind the building across open ground, where 
they would be less likely to be suddenly sur- 
prised and fired upon by the outlaw. 

This path soon brought them to a small hill- 
ock, from whence they could survey the road 
leading to the buildings, and also command a 
clear view of the ground and sheds about the 
shaft. 

‘* Look!”’ exclaimed old Joe, suddenly, at the 
same time giving utterance to the characteristic 
grunt, ‘‘more than two—more than three— 
Brad’s friends come to help him. Ugh! Injun 
thought so!’” 

Looking in the direction indicated by the old 
chief, Mr. Loder saw the dim outlines of the 


forms of several men stealing cautiously along: 


toward the mouth of the pit. 


fing 
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‘* Those are miners!’’ exclaimed the manager, 
in an under-tone, 

‘* Yes; ugh! there comes more; something is 
up,’’ answered Joe. 

‘‘T would give a thousand dollars,’’ uncon- 
sciously muttered Mr. Loder, ‘‘ to be a secret 
witness of the gathering; and what is more, it 
is most probable that Brad himself has found an 
opportunity to communicate with some of the 
men, and is the instigator of this gathering.”’ 

Thus they watched until the majority of the 
men had descended the shaft, when Mr. Loder 
incautiously coughed. The men placed about 
the shaft to guard against a sudden surprise, 
heard the sound, and at once they held a whis- 
pered consultation. 

‘* Miners heard that,’’ said Joe; ‘‘ bad man- 
ager—no good on trail.’’ 

**T am not aware that it makes much differ- 
ence whether they heard me or not, as I intend 
to approach them and find out the intent of the 
meeting. They have a right in the mine only 
when work is going on.”’ 

‘Thought manager wanted to hear what 
miners said down in the mine?’’ 

ce I do.’”’ 

a take manager down—see all-—hear 


‘** How will you get down there without let- 
ting the men at the shaft know it?”’ 

“ Kill men at shaft—then manager and Injun 
go down.”’ 

‘* No, Joe; we must find some. other way, if 
at all, to discover the purpose of the miners’ se- 
cret gathering,’’ said Mr. Loder. 

‘““'Then manager most wait.’’ 

Thus a full hour passed. The manager and 
the old chief remajned watching, while the min- 
ers’ sentries also were evidently upon the alert. 
At ae Mr. Loder’s patience becoming ex- 
hausted, he was about to rise to his feet, when 
a warning cry from the Indian caused him to 
lie Jow again. 

Bending his ear to the ground, old Joe said: 

** Hist!’ 

A few moments brought Mr. Tilton to the 
shaft, where Mr. Loder joined him, and was 
delighted to recognize in his companions the 
inside and outside bosses. 

‘‘What is the matter? What is going on now?”’ 
inquired Mr. Tilton, anxiously. 

Mr. Loder rapidly outlined all that had oc- 
curred during the last few hours, when Mr. 
Tilton said: 

*““T received an intimation about half an hour 
ago, that the miners were assembling at the 
shaft, from one of the mule-boys.”’ 

** Yes, there are at least two score of them 
below.”’ : 

** What had better be done?’’ 

One of the bosses now spoke, and said: 

‘** It will be dangerous to go down the mine, 
and I would suggest that we go away and leave 
the men to ascend without molesting them; we 
can find out to-morrow, by some means, the ob- 
ject of the meeting.”’ 

‘* But Brad is down there, and if we go away, 
he may ascend and escape.”’ 

‘*{ do not think there is much danger of that, 
as he could have no safer hiding-place than in 
the many passages down in the mine.”’ 

“*But they may be hatching some foul con- 
gor A 

‘We can not gain anything by going down 
the mine, even if they are; and it would be mad- 
ness for any one to descend among such a 
crowd, where they are bound by oaths so terri- 
ble. Several men might be killed, and the actual 
murderer would never be known.”’ 

After some further consultation, it was deter- 
_ mined to act upon the suggestion of the inside 
boss; and the party left the mouth of the pit, all 
save Indian Joe. The latter stole away in the 
night, mumbling and muttéring to himself, and 
was soon out of sight, hidden among the sheds 
and débris which surrounded the shaft. 


CHAPTER XXYI. 


At the time, as previously described in a 
former chapter, when the news was announced 
to the assembled brotherhood, that the miners 


had been tracked, and that the fact of their 


gathering had become known, as recorded, in 
the midst of the excitement a pistol was sud- 
denly discharged. 

A wild consternation followed the flash and 
report; the majority of the men concluded that, 
by a concerted movement, they were to be fired 
upon promiscuously, by a_ sheriff’s arme 
posse, from the entrances to the many passages 





























leading into the chamber where the meeting 
had taken place. 

‘* Extinguish your torches!’’ shouted the man 
who was the leader of the secret gathering.”’ 

‘* Ay, comrades!’’ called another, ‘‘ the min- 
ions of the owners are upon us!’’ — 

‘* Lay low, comrades!’’ again called a voice, 
and the men fell upon their faces. 

Thus full ten minutes passed, when a few of 
the most prominent, among whom was Thump- 
ing Brad, held a whispered consultation. 

‘* Can it be possible, man, that we have been 
needlessly alarmed?”’ 

4 aie man; but I believe we have,’’ answered 
rad, 


‘‘Tt may be that we extinguished the lights 
too quickly!”’ 

** Not a moment, for safety; and we can light 
them again easy enough, an’ we did,” 

‘We'll risk the lighting of one torch. We 
can go away to one corner, lest, as we are, we 
might remain until morning.”’ 

‘You're right. Give mea torch and a few 
matches. I'll chance it!’’ : 

Taking a torch, Brad, who was well acquaint- 
ed with the bearings of the chamber, and who 
had been less excited all through than any of 
the rest of them, crawled over to one corner, 
struck a match, and a moment later arose to his 
feet bearing a flaming flambeau. Then cau- 
tiously he made a circuit of the chamber, peer- 
ing cautiously into the depths of each passage. 
After passing to them ail he called out: 

‘* Dang it, men! an’ ye have been frightened 
by shadows, Light your torches and stand to 
your feet like men!”’ a 

Quickly all the torches were again lighted. 

‘* From whence came the flash and report of 
the pistol?’’ said Brad. 

‘Tt was I that fired at the face of a man look- 
ing from yonder passage,’’ answered one of the 
men, in a low, tremulous tone of voice. 

‘*It was thou, was it, man? then thou be 
hanged as a craven and a fool, to cause thy in- 
mates such a fright!” 

‘* An’ I saw a strange facé, an’ fired at it,’’ 
spoke up the miner, in a bolder voice. 

‘“ Ay; it was in thine own cowardly brain 
that thou sawest the face, sawney.”’ 

‘‘ Not on my life was it; an’ it was face I 
have gazed upon before; an’ I’m not mistaken.”’ 
‘* Then whose face did’st thou see, man?’’ 

**The face of Indian Joe; an’ I’m a liar if I 
did not.”’ 

‘* Indian Joe!’’ fairly shouted Brad, his bloody 
face becoming suddenly convulsed with sur- 
prise. 

‘“ Ay; it was the face of the old Indian, an’ 
no mistake,’’ replied the miner. 

‘* How could the Indian get intd the mine, 
I’d like to ask?’’ said one of the men. 

‘* Dang it, easy enough! most likely the same 
way as I came myself not long since.’ 

‘* An’ how was that, Brad?” 

‘* Most ways by my own will, climbing down 
the frame-work, and about twenty-five feet 
whirling through the darkness, whether I would 
or no!”’ , 

‘An’ it was a wonder that thou wert not 
killed, man.’”’ 


‘““ Ay; but I was almost; but fortunately I es- 
caped with a few bruises. Ay, I tell then, 
mates, Brad ain't going to ‘ croak’ until a few 
more of his foes have been planted first.’’ 

** Well, what shall we do further? an’ if I’m 
a judge of time, it’s near morning.”’ 

“Away, then, all of ye, up the shaft, and 
give your own reasons for coming down here to 
all inquirers; and it will not be my fault if ye 
do not have another meeting, an’ that shortly, 
and without interruption, too. But mind ye, 
when ye come some hours hence for the labor 
of the day, don’t forget to bring me food; nor 
need I tell thee not to blatof my presence below 
aie on your Oaths as members of the brother- 

ood,”’ 


Slowly and cautiously the body of miners 
now made their way through the passages, back 
toward the foot of the shaft. At any moment 
they expected that they might fall into a trap, 
or might be suddenly fired upon. 

Without incident, they reached the foot of the 
shaft, and finding no indication of the descent 
of any one, save the man who had been let down 
to warn them of the presence of lookers-on, 
they gave a signal intended to warn any one at 
the mouth of the shaft that they were below. 

After waiting full three minutes, they were 
pleased to perceive an answering signal; and, 
after a moment's consultation, it was decided to 
send one of their number aloft, to make sure 


that they should: not fall into any trap at the 
head of‘the shaft. 

One of the men volunteered to ascend, and 
jumping into the bucket, the signal was given, 
and away he was carried, up through the dark- 
ness, 

Full five minutes passed, when a return sig- 
nal came, announcing that all was right, and 
the bucket came down. Thus gang after gang 
went up, until all were soon again gathered at 
the mouth of the pit. 


CHAPTER XXVIL 


THE strange events which had occurred upon 
the night when Sandie Carmichael was shot by 
Thumping Brad, seemed to have, for the time 
being, quelled the mutinous spirit of the miners; 
and, as nothing had been said to them, they re- 
sumed work, and things went on as formerly, 
there being no indications of the resumption of 
active and violent demonstrations. 

For reasons of his own, Mr. Loder had deter- 
mined not to appear as though he was cognizant 
of their secret gathering; and thus, for three 
weeks, matters proceeded quietly. 

In the meantime, Sandie had rapidly recov- 


ered; the-pistol ball, fortuaately, having taken 


such a course as not to make the wound vitally 
serious, and his naturally strong constitution 
nobly rallied against the effect of the wound. 

The fact of Sandie’s recovery was the subject 
of low, muttered conversations among the min- 
ers, When a few of them were gathered where 
they thought their talk could not be overheard. 

The origin of the ghost stories among the 
mule-boys, must be well known to our readers, 
and, to more fully explain this phenomenon, we- 
will relate an incident which occurred a week 
subsequent to the secret meeting down in the 
mine. 

- Two of the miners, a couple of men who 
throughout had been Brad’s most earnest cham- 
pions, were hacking away one forenoon with 
their picks, at a breast of coal, when suddenly 
they were startled by a low hist, and the next 
instant, Brad in person, stood beside them, 

The outlaw’s appearance was terrible enough, 
as he brushed back the shaggy locks from his 
scarred face, and said: 

‘*Good-day to thee, mates; an’ what's the 
news from above?”’ 

‘* About the same as when we last reported, 
Brad; we’ve nothing new to tell thee, my man.”’ 

** An’ how about Carmichael, the informer? 
—they tell me, comrades, that the hell-hound 
of aspy is getting the better of the wound fF 
gave him.”’ 

‘*‘ Ay, with the tender nursing he’s gettin 
from the manager’s niece, it’s so said that he’] 
soon be about again.”’ 

A ferocious expression lowered upon Brad’s. 
face, as he exclaimed, with a fierce oath:’’ 

‘* Dang the manager's niece! but she may not 
be thinking that in nursing that viper back into 
life she may be stung herself.”’ 

‘* Prithee, man, but if report is true, she is 
already stung by the hell-hound,”’ 

‘* An’ how is that, mates?”? 

“**Tt is whispered among the women. that, 
with his oily tongue, which gave his mates 
away, he has won the love of the manager’s 
niece. : 

A wild, savage laugh burst from Brad’s lips 
as he axdinitnbe! 

‘*T hope he has, mates!”’ 

““ An’ why, comrade?” 

** An’ thou art a pair of fools, an’ ye can not 
see that if such be the case I can cause the 
wretch more misery than the torture of hell 
would! Ha! ha! but it’s glorious news ye have 
brought me, mates, and some good night, not 
far hence, an’ I will need thy service to raise me 
up the shaft.” 

Sandie Carmichael was fully recovered. For 
a week he had daily taken a walk, and gener- 
ally had been accompanied by the fair gir! who 
had generously assisted her aunt in nursing him 
back to life and health. . 

Upon a lovely evening we find them walking 
together. It had been an extremely hot day, 
and’they had deferred going out until the sun 
had sunk partially behind the hills. 

Sandie, as he reached forth his hand, his face 
beaming with happiness, to assist Gertie over a 
gully which lay between them, looked little like 
the coarse, grimy-faced miner who had first 
been beheld by his companion when he came 
upon that spring day and asked if Mr. Loder 
was at home. 

As, with his assistance, Gertie leaped over 
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from one bank to the other, she exclaimed, 
playfully: 

‘‘ Well, sir, how strong you are getting!”’ 

‘* Yes, Miss Loder,’’ replied Sandie, a singu- 
lar expression suddenly clouding his face, ‘* 1’m 
stronger, and yet weaker.”’ 

‘There you go, talking mysteriously again. 
Now, Sir Gentleman, you have frequently prom- 
ised to explain certain seeming mysteries which 
surround you, and [I shall insist that you unfold 
to me the strange tale. It is a romantic one I 
fee] certain.” 

For a moment Sandie looked thoughtful. At 
length he said abruptly: 

‘Gertie, who was that gentleman who was 
standing with you upon the balcony the night 
that Thumping Brad made his murderous attack 
upon you?” 

‘* Yes; and when you for the fourth time 
risked your life to save ours,”’ 

‘‘]am not talking nor inquiring about that. 
You wish me to unravel a mystery for you; but 
first 1 wish yeu to solve a riddle for me.”’ 

‘‘ What riddle can the identity of that gentle- 
man be to you?” 

‘‘ A great riddle.’’ 

‘‘T can not see how; pray tell me?” ~*~ = -. 

‘Miss Loder, this latter fact is another rid- 


‘“ Well, Mr. Strangefellow, I can not see but 
that you are al] mystery and riddle.’’ 

“ Still, pray tell me.’ 

‘‘ Well, there is no secret concerning his iden- 

tity; you could have learned that fact long ago; 
he is my dear dead mother’s brother.”’ 
_ Sandie started; his face flushed, his eyes were 
lighted with a strange brightness; he fairly 
quivered with emotion, as he exclaimed, with 
tremulous lips: 

‘* And he was not your lover?”’ 

Gertie burst into a merry laugh, at the same 
time she blushed to a rose-like redness as she 
answered: 

‘‘ No, sir. he is not. And this is your riddle?”’ 

‘* Yes, Miss Loder.’’ 

Both had been so absorbed in each other, that 
neither had noticed that dark clouds had sud- 
dlenly come aoe ae over the mountain peaks; 
and when thus startlingly warned they observed 
for the first time that such was the fact, and 
that one of those fearful storms, which in the 
summer time so frequently occur in the mount- 
ains, Was upon them. 

‘* Great heavens!’’ exclaimed Sandie, ‘‘ I have 
selfishly held your attention until, unawares, a 
terrible storm has come upon us.’’ 

‘* Don’t reproach yourself; but we must seek 
shelter, and we have but a moment to spare,’’ 
replied Gertie, bravely. 

Sandie cast his eyes about him anxiously, 
when suddenly, with a thrill of joy, he noticed 
the entrance to a cave against the side of one of 
the cliffs which towered above them, a few rods 
alistant. 

‘‘ Come, Miss Loder,’’ he said, ‘‘ we may yet 
be in season to escape a drenching.’’ 

They had just succeeded in reaching the en- 
trance to the cave, when three men stole silent- 
ly through the gathering darkness, and amid 
the fitful Hashes of lightning, up the hill-side, 
and in the same direction. : 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


“ WHat a gay gallant you are! and how un- 
like what thou didst first seem! So come, Mr: 
Carmichael, or, rather, Sandie, the miner, you 
must see that can adopt the idiom of the work- 
men as well as thou,’’ said Gertie, banteringly, 
at last. 

‘‘An’I would that thou wert but a miner’s 
daughter, and not wishing thee any harm, at 
that!’ exclaimed Sandie, impetuously, with the 
old look of strange mystery returning to his 
face. 

‘* And why do you wish that 1 was a miner’s 
daughter?’ inquired Gertie, looking at her 
companion curiously. 

‘* Because, then I could woo thee!’’ exclaimed 
Sandie. 

Gertie blushed to the temples. 

Again Sandie spoke: 

‘* Yes, beautiful and tender one, if thou wert 
but a miner's daughter I could woo, an’ I’d 
hope to win.”’ 

_ ‘And why can’t you woo me now?”’ said 
Gertie, in a faint, timid voice. 

‘* Because I am a miner.”’ 

‘What is that to me, I have once asked 

rou.” 

‘* Listen, Miss Loder, and tell me truly; your 
‘words have often implied that there was some 





secret connected with me. Didst thou ever sus- 
pect that I was aught else but a miner?’” 

** Yes, I have.’’ 

** Since when?”’ 

‘* Since the night I saw you first.’’ 

A gloomy look came over Sandie’s face, as 
he replied sternly: 

“Then you have been mistaken all this time, 
Miss Loder, for I am nothing but a miner. I 
never worked at any other business or trade ia 
my life!” 

“* Well?’’ said Gertie, shortly. 

** Well?” repeated Sandie; and there was a 
pause. 

‘* Well?’ a second time, said Gertie; this 
time with an increased significance in her em- 
phasis. 

‘* You mean this ‘ well’* as an interrogation?” 

“* Yes, I do.”’ 

** Have I not told you.that you were mistaken 
in your suspicions, and that I am truly a 
miner?’ 

‘* And again I say ‘ well?’’’ reiterated Gertie. 

“What do you mean by this emphatic well ?’’ 

‘*T mean, Sandie Carmichael, that if you were 
a thousand times a miner, it would not alter nor 
affect one jot nor tittle my respect for you.”’ 

** And could you love a miner?’’ cried Sandie, 
earnestly. 

‘* 1] might, if he asked me to,’’ replied Gertie; 
‘‘ especially if he was a brave and noble man, 
and had risked his life on several occasions for 
me; and was, in fact, a hero.”’ 

‘Then I do ask you to love me; and I can 
promise you in return a love as pure, and ear- 
nest, and enduring as ever found birth in a 
man’s bosom; and can you, oh, Gertie! can -you 
promise to love me, and accept my love in re- 
turn?”’ 

‘* I can,’’ answered Gertie, as Sandie extend- 
ed his arms to encircle her waist; and she was 
about. to speak further, when a thunder-clap 
fairly shook the walls of the cave in which they 
stood; and with a sudden exclamation of sur- 
prise, Sandie recoiled from her, and gazed, with 
a fierce glare in his eye, toward the entrance of 
the cavern, within which, during the foregoing 
conversation, they had receded. 

‘* Great heavens!’’ cried Gertie, in sudden 
terror ‘‘ what is it?”’ 

‘* My dear girl,’’ answered Sandie, ‘‘ we seem 
to be surrounded by perils. I may be mistaken, 
but I think that I saw the dark shadow of a 
well-known form thrown across the entrance to 
this cave.”’ 

‘* Oh, mercy!’’ screamed Gertie; ‘‘ was it that 
outlaw and assassin Brad?”’ 

‘* Do not tremble so, nor lose thy courage, dear 
girl; I will protect you with my life.” 

‘But we will both be murdered!”’ 

‘*T guess not,’’ replied Sandie, with a slow, 
steady emphasis upon each word; and as he 
spoke, he drew a pistol from his pocket, cocked 
it, and added: *‘ He will not permit me to per- 
ish just upon the threshold of-a new life; if 
danger threatens us, we will pass through it 
safely; and if a foe is near us, let him beware, 
for now I am a dangerous man!” 

‘‘ Ay, my young gallant, but I be more dan- 
gerous!’’ called the well-known, harsh, threat- 
ening voice of Thumping Brad from without 
the cave. 

‘Go thy way, Thumping 
ments of life are numbered!”’ 
die. 

‘‘ Ay, but thou’re a well-versed braggart, 
Sandie Carmichael, the spy and informer; but 
I’ll not have a struggle with thee now, man, an’ 
thou wilt give up the girl quietly.” 

‘‘Fiend! ask me to give thee my heart’s 
blood, and I’ll do it! but thou shalt not touch 
the hem of this lady’s garment.”’ 

‘* Don’t reckon too much, mate; there are 
two of the brotherhood with me, an’ we mean 
business! An’ thou don’t give up the girl, we 
will take her, an’ thy heart’s blood, too!”’ 


Brad, or thy mo- 
called back San- 


CHAPTER XXIX. 


‘‘Tp it’s ransom thou’rt after, scoundrel, 
name thy price, and thou shalt have it!” 

‘* Dang thee, man, wouldst thou buy thyself 
off with the price that wes given thee for be- 
traying thy comrades? Brad is a poor man, 
and likes the ‘ shiners,’ but would have none 0’ 
the traitor’s and informer’s gold!”’ 

‘*Go thy way and thou shalt have the weight 
of thy wicked head in solid gold!”’ 

‘* Ha! ha!’’ laughed Brad, coarsely. ‘‘ Pretty 
offers these are from Sandie Carmichael, the 
miner!” 


I cave; but he dare not. 


‘* But thou-shalt have the gold, man, never- 
theless, an’ thou’lt but go thine own ways!”’ 

‘*Thou’rt a fool, Sandie! Give up the girl 
an’ thou’lt save thine own carcass!”’ 

“Will you take a price, no matter what it 
may be?’’ said Sandie. , 

‘No, I will not,”’ replied Brad, fiercely, 
‘“and thou canst take that, thou base informer 
and betrayer of thy mates!’’ and as Brad spoke 
he leaned forward beyond the wall of the en- 
trance to the cave and discharged a pistol 
straight at Sandie. 

The next moment an inswering report came 
from within the cave, and the voice of Sandie 
called loudly: 

‘An’ thou canst take that, thou fiend!’’ while 
af’ the same time Gertie gave utterance to a 
cry of terror, and fell forward insensible in his 
arms. 

** Thou’rt armed, lad!’’ shouted Brad. 

‘“* Ay, man, well armed; an’ if I get another 
shot at thy conk I’]l send thee home!”’ replied 
Sandie, fiercely, as he stripped the coat from 
his back, placed it upon the floor of the cavern, 
and gently laid the unconscious form of Gertie 
upon it, at the same time keeping a wary eye 
upon the entrance, lest Brad might witness his 
movements and spring suddenly upon him. 

After the discharge of the pistol-shots and the 
brief dialogue recorded, there was a moment’s 
silence. Sandie, taking his handkerchief from 
his pocket and wetting it at a little stream 
which trickled through a crevice and rolled 
down the side of the cave, bathed the face of 
Gertie. After a few moments he had the satis- 
faction of witnessing signs of returning con- 
sciousness. Renewing his efforts, he at length 
succeeded in restoring her wholly, when, rais- 
ing her in his arms, he bore her back deeper 
into the recesses of the cavern, fearful lest 
Thumping Brad might again discharge his 
weapon. 7 

As he penetrated further into the cave he ob- 
served that it became narrower, and at length 
he found himself in a passage hardly wide 
enough to permit of further progress. 

‘* We can go no further,’’ he muttered; ‘‘ nor 
can Brad and his fellows come here in safety; 
and yet I dare not keep this dear girl in these 
damp, gloomy depths much longer.”’ 

‘* Do not fear for me, Sandie, I will not faint 
again, no matter what happens. Are you not 
my atlianced husband, brave as a lion? And 
would I not make but a puvor wife for one as 
bold as thée, if I could only prove an incum- 
brance in an hour of danger and great peril?’’ 

‘* Bravely spoken, dear girl; J am not hope- 
less, but it is not pleasant to be caged like a 
wild beast in his lair.’’ 

‘No; bul I heard you say that we were safe 
for the present. If that isso, why can not we 
quietly wail until that outlaw, Brad, shall go 
away, or we shall be missed, and some person 
come to our assistance?”’ 

‘**T do not think that our chances are good for 
the occurrence of either of the fortunate alter- 
natives which you mention.”’ 

‘* Then, what can we do? At least, if we must 
die let us die together.”’ 

‘* My precious one, I hope that our chances 
are better than you appear to hope. If I could 
only trust you, I think that I could extricate us 
both from our present perilous position.”’ 

‘You can trust me to do whatever you di- 
rect,”’ 

‘* Would you dare to remain here alone for a 
few moments?”’ 

‘* And permit you to go out and risk your life 
in a combat with that outlaw Brad?” 

‘* My dear girl, I do not see as we have any 
other chance.’”’ 

‘*But suppose you should be killed, what 
will become of me?”’ 

‘*T do not feel that 1 am to be killed. I have 
been in even more perilous positions than I am 
at present, Save your presence.”’ 

** Oh! I dare not let you go. How imprudent 
it was for us to come far from home, knowing 
that Brad was at liberty.” 

‘*T did not think that he would dare leave the 
mine at present.”’ 

‘* Oh, Heaven! would that we were safe.’’ 

‘If you will permit me to go forward alone, 
and promise not to leave this place until I bid 

ou to come, we will soon be safe.”’ 

‘**T will do anything that you ask me to, no 
matter what the consequences may be to my- 
self; I fear alone for you.”’ 

‘* Gertie, night has fallen; Brad is already 
partially baffled; he does not exactly know what 
to do, or he would have followed us into the 
I think that I can take 
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advantage of his cowardice and indecision, rae 
make him a prisoner ere he is aware of my ap- 
proach.”’ 
“Do as you think best; I will remain here as 
though I was frozen to the spot, and may Heaven 
help fal ul”’ 
ear not; 
all will soon be right; but under no circum- 
stances must you disregard my command to 
leave this spot, even though you hear the sound 
of a struggle going on, lest you might appear at 
an untoward moment, ‘and be the means thereby 
‘of giving an advantage to our enemies.’ 
Brad and his companions, after the exchange 
of shots, were undecided what to do. An at- 
tempt to enter the cave would have been attend- 
ed with great risk—in fact, an almost certainty 
of being shot dead i in the narrow passage which 
led into the broader cave beyond. 
The outlaw had hoped that Sandie was un- 
armed; and he had discharged his weapon more 
for the purpose of ascertaining this fact, than 
with the design really of shooting Sandie. Re- 
cently the purpose of the miner demon toward 
our hero had materially changed; he had a more 
diabolical scheme of revenge than the mere tak- 
ing of Sandie’s life, although in the end he 
meant to have the heart's blood of the man run- 
ning red upon the blade of his knife. 
After waiting some length of time, and hear- 
ing no sound within the cave, an idea sudden] 
struck the outlaw, and he said to one of his 
companions: 
‘* Blast me, Tom! but I fear that the bloody 
informer has escaped us after all!’’ 
*“An’ how could he escape, Brad? Noone 
has come out from the cave. 
‘* Ay, mate, but he may have gone further 
withia, and have found another outlet.’’ 
“Thou rt imagining a long chance, Brad.”’ 
‘* Ay, but it may be possible; this Carmichael, 
the informer, is a mettlesome lad, an’ would 
most likely have shown fight ere this, if he 
hadn't dropped upon some better plan.’’ 
‘Go you in then, man, an’ thou’lt soon find 
out whether er not the game has gone away.’ 
‘‘ Hark ye, Tom, it’s not many minutes since 
thou wert hell. fire: to go in and drag the i in- 
former out, an’ it’s now thou hast a chance.’ 
“Aw if thou’lt Say that thou’rt afraid to go 
thyself, ['ll go in.’ 
“TI believe in my heart that neither of thee 
dare go in; an’ as I’m appointed by the brother- 
hood ‘to seek this man, it may be my call to go; 
an’ I will,’’ spoke up the third man, who was 
a delegate appointed from a distance, as was 
eenal. when an informer was to be disposed of, 
to make aw ay with Sandie. 
‘An’ if thou dost claim the right to enter 
first, then we'll not stand against thee, mate.’ 
“Then in it is,” said the man; and he ad- 
vancéd toward the entrance to the cave, when 
Brad called in a whisper: 
‘* Hold, man! drop upon thy knees, an’ if the 
informer fires on thee, the ball will whistle over 
thy head, instead of stopping its song in thy 
bosom.’ 
‘“Thou'rt right, Brad, an’ I thank thee for 
thy caution;’’ and the fellow dropped upon his 
belly, and commenced to crawl slowly and 
warily into the cave, carrying a cocked pistol in 
his ~— and a large sheath-knife between his 
teet 


I feel an inward confidence that 


CHAPTER XXX, 


‘* You will have a care for yourself, Sandie?’’ 

‘* Have I not every reason that man could 
have to care for myself? Ay, dear one, more 
than thou dreamest of. One kiss, and I will go 
to outwit and conquer, I hope, for the last time, 
this, my sleuth-hound-like enemy.’ 

And in the darkness of that gloomy cavern, 
with a deadly peril encompassing them, the first 
kiss of an acknowledged affection was given and 
received by these two young lévers, under cir- 
cumstances such as are seldom recorded in the 
most exciting situations of intensest romance. 

An instant later, and Sandie was slowly re- 
tracing his steps, with his pistol cocked in one 
hand, while the other was extended to feel his 
way through the darkness along the damp walls 
of the cave. 

With a firm but stealthy step he advanced, 
until he had reached the narrow outlet leadin 
from the cave, when suddenly he tripped an 
fell forward, and in a twinkling recognized the 
object over which he had stumbled as the form 
of a man. 

Neither of the men could see—they could feel 
each other alone, but both knew that they were 
in the clutches of a deadly foe. 


DOWN IN A COAL MINE, 





When Sandie stumbled over his intended as- 
sassin, in the sudden shock of the moment he 
had lost his hold upon his pistol, and it fell 
from his grasp. Fortunately, also, he had 
knocked the knife from the teeth of his antago- 
nist; and as in the darkness the two men grasp- 
ed each other for a life-and-death struggle, San- 
die caught his opponent by the wrist of the 
hand which held the pistol. 

Neither spoke, but both breathed hard as they 
wrestled upon the floor of the narrow entrance 
for the advantage. 

The assassin was a powerful fellow, but San- 
die was cooler, and equally as muscular, and, 
after an instant’s struggle succeeded in seizing 
his antagonist by the throat; but before his grasp 
tightened, the miner managed to give utlerance 
to one faint cry for help. The next instant, iron 
fingers pressed like a vise upon his windpipe, 
and his struggles relaxed. But his cry, although 
but faint, had been heard by his companions 
without, and Tom, without waiting for a word 
from Brad, rushed into the cave to his compan- 
ion’s assistance. 

In the darkness he could not see, and all 
sounds of the struggle had suddenly ceased, 
for Sandie’s fingers were slowly, surely squeez- 
ing the breath out of the murderer’s body. 
Tom pressed on, when suddenly he, too, fell for- 
ward, upon the prostrate forms of Sandie and 
the other man. 

Not knowing friend from foe, he said, in a 
low whisper as he grasped hold of Sandie: 
‘An’ who art thou—the informer of my 
mate?” 


His mate could not reply, and Sandie would 
not.. This informed Tom that his Companion 
was the undermost man, and, at once he made 
a furious assault upon the one that was upper- 
most. 


Brad, also, had followed in, knowing that a 
hand-to-hand struggle was going on; but, more 
wary and careful than his companion, he felt 
his way, and avoided stumbling over the com- 
batants. 

Quickly ascertaining the state of affairs, he 
crowded in close against the side of the walls of 
the cave; and, instead of stopping to assist his 
comrades, he passed by, leaving them to con- 
tinue the battle, while he pressed forward to 
secure the girl. Stumbling and groping, he 
pushed forward, when a female voice called to 
him in terrified tones: 

“Is that you, Sandie! Are you injured?’’ 

‘* No; but it is me!’’ exclaimed Brad, with a 
low, triumphal chuckle as he leaped forward, 
and seized Gertie in his arms. 

Struggles were unavailing in the arms of the 
powerful giant; and, in less than two minutes 
after his entrance into the cave, he passed out 
again, bearing the now insensible girl in his 
arms, while the desperate struggle between San- 
die and the two assassins continued within the 
cave. 


Even in the fury of the moment, while bat- 
tling with the two men, Sandie had heard Ger- 
tie’s inquiry, and also Brad’s demoniac laugh, 
ut was powerless to fly to her assistance, being 
firmly clasped in the convulsive embraces of his 
antagonists, 

His agony was terrible, and his exertions were 
frantic and almost superhuman, as a moment 
later he became aware that the outlaw was es- 
caping from the cave with his beloved. And 
in the agony of the moment his reason almost 
deserted him, as he frantically sought to free 
himself. 

Finally, all the men struggled to their feet, 
and in their efforts to gain the advantage, stum- 
bled, tripped, and floundered further into the 
cave; and still our hero failed to shake himself 
free from their deadly grasp. 

Finally, in wild despair, while still continu- 
ing the struggle, and while almost breathless 
from his exertions, Sandie managed to gasp 
oul: 


‘“* Ay, mates, but I'll make ye both rich, an’ 
ye cease the fight!”’ 

‘“ What has thou to make us rich with, thou 
hell-hound of an informer?’’ 

‘Gold! gold!” gasped Sandie. 

‘‘ Dang it, man! thy heart's blood is the best 
price we can receive; and we will in spite o’ the 
fight thou’rt making ” 

At this instant, Sandie’s foot struck against 
something, which at once he conceived to be a 
knife. At the same moment, one of his antago- 
nists slipped and fell, when he easily threw the 
other, and was free. Stooping quickly, he 
grasped the knife from the floor, and sprung to. 
ward the outlet from the cave, but in the dark- 
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ness he slipped and fell, and again the two 
murderers were upon him. 

‘* Now, on your lives, fools! release you hold, 
or [ll slay thee!”’ 

‘‘ Bah! thou braggart! it is thou that must 

* croak;’ ’’ and one of the men who had picked 
up a stone, struck Sandie a heavy blow upon 
the arm, and was about to repeat the blow, . 
when our hero made a terrible lunge in the 
darkness, and the knife went slashing into the 
bosom of one of them. As he drew it forth, 
the warm blood of the man spurted into his 
face, and blinded him; while the poor fellow, 
with a heavy groan, sunk upon the floor, mur- 
muring: 

‘* He’s done for me, mate.’’ 

‘* But not for me yet, comrade!’’ cried the 
other, with a fierce oath, as catching from the 
floor a pistol, against which he had. tripped, he 
rained down blow after blow upon Sandie’s 
head, 

Blinded, partially stunned, and almost faint- 
ing, sti]l the game and intrepid Sandie struck 
out with his knife, and, finally, with one expir- 
ing effort, buried it in the bosom of the last 
of his assailants, when both sunk, bleeding and 
unconscious, upon the floor of the cave. 

The combat was over; all three of the des- 
perate men lay weltering in their blood—one al- 
ready a corpse, and the life-blood of the other — 
two fast ebbing away, when suddenly the en- 
trance to the cave was darkened by a human 
form, and with low mutterings, the latter groped 
his way through the passage and into the dark- 
ness, until he slipped in the life-blood of the 
men, and stumbled over one of their prostrate 
and mangled forms. , 


CHAPTER XXXII, 


Upon the same afternoon when Sandie and 
Gertie went forth to enjoy a walk together, 
Aunt Susan, the manager ’s sister, sat upon the 
piazza of her brother’s house, with her knitting 
in her hands, as is habitual with old maids the 
world over. 

Shortly after she was joined by her brother. 
A troubled and perplexed look bad rested upon 
her countenance during the whole day, and 
when her brother came and seated himself be- 
side her, the first words which she addressed to 
him indicated the thoughts which had exhibited 
themselves by the shadow upon her brow. 

‘‘ My brother, I am glad that you have come, 
as I Wish | to ‘hold a half hour’s conversation 
with you.’ 

‘* Well, a I have just half an hour to 
spare; what do you wish to converse with me 
about?” 

“What do you think of this Sandie Car- 
michael, the miner?”’ 

** 1 think he. is a brave, intelligent, and noble 
young man.’ 

ave you never suspected anything con- 
cerning him?”’ 

** Yes, I have.’’ 

. Well, what direction have your suspicions 
taken?’’ 

‘*T have suspected that he is not what he 
seems.”’ 

‘* Well, have you ever formed an idea what 
he might be, if he’s not a mere miner?” 

‘* He may be a criminal.”’ 

‘I do not believe it.”’ 

** And = it may be possible that he is.’ 

‘* No; I do not think that it is possible mel a 
man who has shown as many noble traits of 
character as he has, can be a criminal.”’ 

‘*Then why has he chosen to hide himself 
under the garb of a miner?”’ 

‘“* That isa question that the young man must 
answer himself.’’ 

_Mr. Loder made no reply to this, 

** Suppose he should fall in love with Ger- 
tie?’’ said Miss Susan, abruptly, and with a 
meaning glance. 

‘‘T can not help it if he does, 
brother’s indifferent reply. 

‘ “ But suppose Gertie should fall in love with 

im? 

** Well, I can not help that either, as I see.”’ 

‘f Well, suppose—suppose, then, that I should 
tell you that they are already in love with each 
other 

**T can’t see as I can help even that, my 
dear ”’ 

“Why, man, what are you thinking about? 
Have you forgotten that Gertie is our dead 
brother’s child, and that you are her legai and 
natural guardian ?” 

‘No, I have not forgotten the facts which 
you mention, my dear sister ’ 


9? 


was her 
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‘“ Then how can you. sit there, and with such 
indifference listen to the statement that the girl 
has fallen in love with a mere miner?”’ 

“But I do not believe that he is a mere 
miner.’ 

‘ ‘‘ If he is not, then, in mercy tell me, what is 

e?’’ 

‘‘IfI find what you have just told me to be 
true, I shall ask him.’’ 

** Well, what then?’’ 

‘*Tf I find that he is an honest man, and is 
not hiding because of some criminal action, but 
can give a satisfactory reason for his freak, I 
shall say, if you two are both agreed, all right, 
go ahead.”’ 

** And you dare to tell me this, brother?’ 

‘* Yes: I suppose that as long as I ascertain 
that he is an honest man, for I am satisfied that 
he is a brave and intelligent one, I can not see 
but what I have done my duty to my niece.”’ 

‘* But suppose he is a poor man, without a 
cent in the world?”’ 

‘* That is Gertie’s business alone; she is rich 
enough for two.”’ 

‘*And you will see a fortune thrown away 
upon this mysterious adventurer?”’ 

‘“Some man must marry her, and share her 
fortune.”’ 

** But if this fellow should prove to be noth- 
ing but a miner, after all?’’ . 

‘*So much the better, if Gertie loves him; he 
might be worse.”’ 

“You shock me! Your niece marry a min- 
er!”’ 

‘* There’s many a brave and noble heart beats 
“under a miner's blouse, my dear sister; and if 
this man, Sandie Carmichael, is intelligent, the 
fact of his being, as you say, nothing but a 
miner, will make no difference in my estimation 
of him. I would rather have my niece share 
her fortune with an honest miner than throw it 
awuy upon some well-dressed, lazy fop, who 
would live upon her and abuse her.”’ 

‘* Well, I want you to understand one thing; 
I shall protest against this marriage until the 
last moment.” 

“Yo are at perfect liberty to do so, Susan,”’ 
said Mr. oder, carelessly, as he arose from his 
seat, and walked into the house. 

Miss Susan Loder felt outraged; her indigna- 
tic found vent in continued mutterings after 
the departure of her brother, and her fingers 
worked rapidly as she knitted away nervously. 
And so the afternoon passed away; the sun sunk 
behind the neighboring ridges and peaks, and 
the shadows of evening began to lengthen, and 
she sat there knitting away as though her life 
depended upon the accomplishment of a certain 
amount of work. 

Finaily, she raised her eyes, and seemed to 
become suddenly conscious that the shades of 
night were rapidly falling. 

‘* My goodness!’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘ that fool- 
ish girl has not returned yet. I wonder where 
she could have stayed so long!”’ 

Another half hour passed; twilight was suc- 
ceeded by night; the stars came forth, and still 
Gertie and Sandie did not return. 

‘* Can it be possible that that mysterious scamp 
has eloped with her? I have heard of such 
things! Oh, my goodness! what shall I do? 
Here, Mike! Mike!’’ called Aunt Susan. 

Mike soon appeared, when Miss Loder said: 

‘* Did you notice the direction my niece took 
when she went walking this afternoon?”’ 

‘*T did, ma’am.”’ 

‘* Well, you go at once and look fer her; and 
if you find her, tell her to come home at once; 


the poor child ought not to be out a moment in |_ 


the night air.”’ 

Mike started away, shaking his head know- 
ingly; while Miss Loder entered the house to 
tell her brother of his niece’s strange and unac- 
countable absence. 

And Susan did not find her brother within 
the house, nor did she see him until ten o’clock. 
In the meantime, Mike had returned and report- 
ed the ill success of his errand. As Mr. Loder 
entered the house, his sister rushed toward him, 
her face convulsed with anxiety and apprehen- 
sion, exclaiming~ | 

‘* Brother! brother! Gertie, our darling, is 


What do you mean?” 

‘* She went out walking this afternoon with 
this man—this villain I believe him to be—Car. 
michael, and has not returned!”’ 

‘‘ This is, certainly, strange,’’ said Mr. Loder, 
thoughtfully 

* Yes, more than strange! it’s terrible! the 

r girl has been killed, or what is worse, that 
has run away with her!”’ 
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‘* I will go and look,’ said Mr. Loder; ‘‘ but 
you must not be worried; I guess we will find 
1er all right!”’ 

‘*Oh, you men! you men! Find her all 
right, and here it is after ten o’clock now!”’ 

‘*Come, Mike!’’ said Mr. Loder, reaching 
down his rifle, ‘‘ we will go and see if we can 
find my niece and her companion.” 

Hours passed, and Susan paced the floor, be- 
coming more and more excited. Midnight came 
and passed, and Mr. Loder did not come; and 
so one, two, three, four o’clock came and went, 
and not until the morning began to dawn did 
Mr. Loder return, Then he came, worn, mud- 
stained, and with a terrible look of-anguish 
upon his face. 

‘Oh, you have not found her!’’ screamed 
Aunt Susan, as she rushed out on the piazza, 
upon seeing her brother approach. 

‘* No—we have not; but 1 do not despair yet; 
a storm swept over the mountains some five 
miles distant from here,* and they may have 
taken refuge for the night somewhere.”’ 

‘No; I know that she is killed, or been run 
away with! I heard the thunder; the storm 
must have passed over before dark!’’ 

While they were still talking, Mike suddenly 
exclaimed: 

‘* Who is that coming?”’ 

‘* Why, it’s the old Indian chief,”’ cried the 
manager. ‘‘I am glad tosee him coming, for 
now you can rest assured that we shall receive 
news!” 


CHAPTER XXXII. 


Wir slow and stately steps, the old chief 
drew near. The manager, unable to restrain his 
impatience; went toward him and said: 

‘“* Well, Joe, wbat news do you bring? Speak 
quick!”’ 

*“Ugh! Come!’’ replied the old chief. 

‘** Tell me, first; have you seen or heard any- 
thing of my niece?”’ | 

‘* No;’’ answered the Indian, shortly. 

‘“ Have you seen your friend Sandie?’ 

‘“‘ Injun says come!”’ 

‘*Come where, chief? Don’t you know that 
your friend Sandie, the miner, is missing?” 

‘* Injuun knows where Sandie is.”’ 

‘* But my niece—don’t you know where she 
is?’’ : 

‘* No; In‘un don’t know.”’ 

‘* But my niece and Sandie Carmichael went 
away together.”’ 

_ **Injun knows that.”’ 

‘Then why in thunder, you red mystery, 
don’t you-speak, and tell all that you know? 
Do you know anything about my niece?”’ 

‘Yes; Brad stole her last night; half kill, 
may be all kill, Injun’s friend, Sandie.’’ 

** Oh, God have mercy!’’ screamed Aunt Su- 
san, who had come near enough to hear the lat- 
ter part of the conversation. ‘‘ Gertie in the 
hands of that outlaw!” 

‘** Yes,’’ said the chief, as though in answer 
to a question—so taking her involuntary ex- 
clamation; ‘‘ Brad steal white girl last night; 
Injun kill Brad, sure!”’ 

tt would be impossible and useless to attempt 
to describe the consternation and anguish of 
both Mr. and Miss Loder. Calmly and stoic- 
ally the Indian stood and surveyed their irre- 
pressible emotion. Finally he said, impatiently: 

‘* Sandie gone after white girl; Sandie brave 
man—cunning, like Injun; he find white girl. 
Manager must come, and bring down dead men. 
Sandie said so; sent Injun to tell manager.”’ 

‘* What dead men?’’ 

‘‘Two men what help Brad; both dead; San- 
die kill them.’’ 

** My heavens!’’ exclaimed Mr, Loder; ‘* there 
has been a tragedy; and Sandie has slain two 
men!”’ 

‘‘ No tragedy,’ said the Indian, shaking his 
head impatiently; “‘ big fight. Miners try to 
kill Sandie—Sandie kill miners!”’ 

‘*Go and look for your niece, and let the 
bodies of the wretches lay and rot!’’ cried Miss 
Loder. | 

‘‘No; I will go and secure help, and bring 
the bodies into the village If Sandie is on the 
track of Brad, he has found him ere this, and 
will bring him to a fearful reckoning ”’ 

Taking the proper appliances and a sufficient 
number of men, the manager proceeded to the 
cave, under the guidance of old Joe, secured the 
bodies, brought them to the village, and dis- 


* The writer has frequently seen storms sweep over 
one portion of a mountain landscape, while the other 
was bathed in evening sunlight. 
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patched a messenger for the justice of the peace 
to hold an inquest. 

In the meantime news of the tragedy spread 
through the village, and was soon conveyed to 
the miners, when the workmen, in a body, left 
their work, and crowded down to the village. 

It soon became noised about, also, that the 
two men had been treacherously murdered by 
Sandie Carmichael; and the men all became 
furious and mad with rage. Mr. Loder tried to 
start a contradiction to this awful rumor, but 
none believed him, 

‘** Ay, lads,’ the men would exclaim, ‘‘ it’s 
well for the manager to tell this story to screen 
the man who has served him so well as an in- 
former; but nosuch tale will go down with us!’’ 

 “* Let’s away to the manager’s house, and tear 

the informer and murderer from his hiding- 
place, and hang him like a dog to the nearest 
tree!”’ 

‘* You will not find him at my house!”’ shout- 
ed the manager, mounting a cart and trying to 
gain the men’s attention. 

“Thou liest! and well thou knowest it?’’ 
yelled some of the men, fairly foaming with a 
demoniac 

‘* But I tell you that I am the greatest suffer- 
er! Thumping Brad, the outlaw, has abducted 
my niece, and Carmichael has gone to her res- 
cue. It was in her defense that he was com- 
pelled to slay these two unfortunate men.’”’ 

‘*Go and tell that to yonder cliffs, but ‘twill 
not go down with us. Come, men, let’s away 
and hang the informer!”’ 

‘* Hold one moment, men, while you have 
some reason left. Promise me that if you do 
not find Carmichael at my house, neither my 
family nor goods shall be injured.”’ 

“Ay, that we'll promise, truly. It’s the 
bloody informer that we’re after, an’ we'll have 
him ere night falls, the spy and assassin!"’ 

‘“*T warn you, my lads, that you harm neither 
living persons ncr property about my place!”’ 

We'll harm Sandie Barmichsel where’er 
we find him!”’ 

And with yells and shouts and threats of 
vengeance, the men, in a body, started for the © 
manager’s house. 

Leaving them on their way to seek Sandie, 
and wreak their vengeance upon him, we will 
record what befell that individual himself. 

The person who entered the cave just as our 
hero fell under the repeated blows of his an- 
tagonist, after having buried his knife in the 
latter’s heart, was the old Indian chief, Joe. 

As the Indian felt around warily in the dark- 
ness, he said, in a low voice: 

‘*Ugh! Injun come to help friend. If Sandie 
lives, let him speak.’’ 

But to this inquiry the partially stunned San- 
die made no reply. 

“*Guess Injun too late!’’ said the chief. 
‘* Sandie killed!’’ and as he spoke he ran his fin- 
gets over the face of one of the men. 

‘* No Sandie!’’ he muttered; ‘‘ miner's dead! 
Feeling around, his fingers came in contact with 
the fast-stiffening features of the other miner; 
and again he muttered, ‘* Ugh! No Sandie!’’ 

Finally, after feeling and groping around, his 
hand rested upon the living face of the one he 
was in search of. At once he recognized our 
hero, and seizing him by the shoulders, he drew 
him forth from the cave, out into the air, where, 
under the starlight, his suspicions as to his iden- 
tity were confirmed. 

The fresh air somewhat revived our hero, and 
he said, in a faint voice: 

‘* Where am [?” 

‘* Old Joe fix you quick! 
friend!” 

Having heard the trickle of water within the 
cavern, the Indian entered it, and catching some 
water in his hands returned and bathed his 
friend’s face until he was fully revived. 

As Sandie rose to a sitting position he said: 

**Ts that you, Joe?”’ 

‘* Yes, Injun come—come too late.’’ 

‘* Where have you been, Joe, these past three 
weeks?”’ 

‘* Down in coal mine—out on mountain.”’ 

‘* How did you happen to discover me here?”’ 

‘‘ Found Brad’s trail, followed, and found 
Sandie after Brad had gone! Ugh. White man 
had big fight!" 

“* Yes, I have had a terrible fight, and, I fear, 
all for naught! But, let me see) Gertie is in 
the hands of Brad! What am I doing here idle, 
and she may be suffering all the tortures of hell 
at this moment in that villain’s hands!” 

Rapidly and concisely Sandie related all that 
had occurred, and having fully recovered he 
arose to his feet and said: 


Old Joe Sandie’s 








‘* Joe, if you are my friend, discover for me 
the direction taken by Brad with his captive.’’ 

‘‘Injun know that already: Brad went to- 
ward mountains—not toward mine.”’ 

‘* How do you know?”’ 

‘‘Injun found his trail—no go toward mine! 
Injun would have seen! then Injun kill him! 
Do so yet.”’ 

‘‘ Point out the trail to me, Joe.”’ 

‘“Come, Injun lead-the way! Brad not go 
far—up on cliff.’’ 

‘* No; you must not go with me. You must 
return to Mr. Loder’s house, and tell him what 


has occurred, and warn him to send for the | said 


bodies of the two poor fellows. within the cave.’’ 

‘* Let ’em rot!’ said Joe, fiercely. 

‘* No; I can not do that!”’ 

‘* Then Sandie lose girl—quick! make choice. 

‘*T will follow Brad; you go and warn Mr. 
Loder.”’ 

‘‘ Injun go little way—put Sandie on the trail 
—then Injun go to miners’ boss.”’ 

‘* Well, come,’’ said Sandie; and together 
they started toward the mountain fastnesses. 

For two or three hours through the night they 
traveled, until indications warned them that 
they were nearing the retreat of the outlaw. So 
certain and unerring had been Joe’s sagacity, 
that he told, not only the direction which Brad 
had taken, but pointed out the exact spot where 
the villain had set his captive from his arms and 
had compelled her to walk. 





CHAPTER XXXII. 


CHARGING the old chief to return, after hav- 
ing warbed Mr. Loder, Sandie bid him begone, 
and alone, through the darkness, continued 
upon the track of the outlaw. 

Our hero well understood the Indian’s powers 
of endurance, and feeling anxious that Gertie’s 
uncle should be warned at once, he had thus dis- 
missed him, although he would have liked to 
have kept him, as the old chief’s Indian craft 
would have been of immense advantage in track- 
ing Brad. Still Sandie calculated that he would 
himself be able to follow the trail, and hoped to 
speedily overtake the rascal; as the latter would 
be compelled to travel slowly, as he could not 
force his captive along beyond a certain gait. 

‘This time, if 1 overtake him,’’ murmured 
Sandie, ‘‘ it will surely be his lifeor mine!’’ and 
he pushed bravely ahead; when suddenly he 
was brought to a dead halt by seeing right in 
his path the figures of three men. 

The parties had evidently seen him first, and 
were waiting for him to advance. 

It is unnecessary to reiterate the statement 
that our hero was:as bold asa lion; and after 
the first momentary start and halt, he boldly 
proceeded directly toward the three strangers, 
the foremost of whom, when he came quite 
near, said: 

‘* Who are you, and what are you doing on 
the mountains to-night?”’ 

‘* Who are you, rather?’’ replied Sandie. 

** Our question is unanswered,’’ was the reply, 
spoken sharply and curtly. : 

‘** You are right. Well, I am a miner, in pur- 
suit of a villain and an outlaw, who has ab- 
ducted the niece of the manager of the mines.”’ 

Sandie made this frank rep y, as it was not at 
all probable that the three individuals whom he 
had so suddenly encountered should be aught 
else but honest men, as bandits are not in- 
digenous, as a usual thing, to American soil. 

‘** No such man has gone this way.” 

‘‘T know that he did.’’ 

‘You are mistaken, as we have descended 


from above down the only path that is pass-- 


able.’’ 

Sandie drew nearer to the men, and was ¢sur- 
prised to discover that they were arpaens He 
had often seen gypsies before, and at once re- 
membered that within the last few years several 
bands had emigrated to America. He also well 
knew their habits and characteristics, and he 
said: 

‘* My men, it will stand you in hand to tell 
me the truth, and aid me, and you shall be well 
paid for your trouble.’’ 

** We have not seen the man you speak of.”’ 

** Where is your encampment?”’ 

‘* Not two hundred yards from here.”’ 

‘** Then the villain I seek has passed by with- 
out your knowledge,’’ and Sandie moved past 
them, merely saying: 

‘“If you come across the man I mention, 
capture him, and take a tender care of the lady, 
and you shall be well paid; the outlaw has no 
money,.”’ 


‘* We will mark what you have said,’’ called 
the gypsy, as Sandie passed on. 

For full another hour he proceeded along the 
mountain path, when at length he came toa 
place where it ran between two cliffs, leaving a 
passage so narrow that, in some places it was 
necessary to squeeze through. 

After halting for a moment to see if there was 
any other path, he was about to proceed again 
when he was suddenly startled and thrilled 
with excitement by hearing a wild, triumphant 
laugh, and a voice which he well recognized. 

It was the voice of the outlaw, Brad, and he 


‘* Ha! ha! Sandie Carmichael! I have been 
waiting for you; and 1 am glad that you have 
come alone!”’ 

Looking in the direction from whence the 
voice came, Sandie saw upon an abrupt cliff, a 
short distance to the right of where he stood, 
the outlines of a large figure. 

‘*Ts that you, Brad?’’ called Sandie. ° 

‘‘ Ay, lad, it’s me, at your service; an’ I have 
thee now, mate, where I can make thee feel as 
though thou couldst wish that thou hadst never 
been born.”’ . 

Sandie cocked his pistol. Brad stood upon 
the cliff, a fair target, even in the darkness; 
but he heard the click of our hero’s pistol, and 
he called out: 

‘* Have a care, thou hell-hound! I was pre- 
pared for thy pistol] practice; an’ I tell thee if 
thou’rt fool enough to fire at me, I’ll toss thy 
lady-love down the cliff to thee!”’ 

Sandie’s blood ran cold; the pistol which he 
was just leveling dropped to his side, as Brad 
added: 

‘* Come, lad, thou’lt not be jealous, I hope, 
as I’m making love to the manager's. niece; an’ 
I must say, though it may rile thee, that the 
lady is nothing loath to my love-making.”’ 

Sandie fairly writhed with anger and 
chagrin, and, for the first time, curses, deep 
and terrible fell from his lips; finally, he called 
out: 

* Harm but one hair of that lady’s head! 
speak to her but one insulting word! and I 
shall rend thee limb from limb!”’ 

‘* Ha! ha! ha! but those are brave words for 
a man who stands at the.foot of the cliff, to ad- 
dress to the man who stands upon the top. ready 
to cast his lady-love at her lover’s feet! Threats 
don’t fall rightly from thy lips, man!’’ 

Sandie was powerless; the words of the out- 
law were too true, and his advantages per- 
mitted him to cast down his taunts; and, as 
though to more bitterly tantalize his hated foe, 
Brad led Gertie forward, and exhibited her upon 
the verge of the cliff with his arms cast about 
her: 

A full half hour passed; daylight began to 
creep through the ravines and crevices of the 
mountain, and a taunting conversation passed 
between the two men. 

Once, during the time, Sandie had heard Ger- 
tie’s voice calling upon him to save her, and 
yet he was powerless, This fact was fast driv- 
ing the brave youth out of his mind. He had 
offered Brad untold sums to release the girl, and 
his propositions had been received with jeers, 
Several times, in the frenzy of the moment, he 
had raised his weapon as though about to shoot, 
but Brad had at once used the form of Gertie 
as a shield. 

Twice he had started to go through the pas- 
sage and climb the cliff, but Brad called to him 
that if he moved another step, the girl should 
be thrown over. Then, again, the villain would 
point his own pistol at Sandie, and exclaim: 

‘* Look thee here, my lad, how merciful I 
am. Ay, but I could send a bullet through thy 
treacherous heart, an’ [ chose to; an’ yet, I let 
thee live! And, why, thou foul informer? Ay, 
but that thou mayest witness the progress of my 
wooing of the manager’s fair niece. 

Backward and forward Sandie paced like a 
caged lion, helpless and powerless to save his 
fair love. Terrible, terrible he felt was the re- 
venge that Brad was enjoying; and fearful were 
the tortures which rent his own bosom. 

Thus the hours passed; the sun arose;. the 
fogs of the morning disappeared, and there, 
amidst those wild mountain scenes, the two 
men stood not more than a hundred yards dis- 
tant from each other, revenge and hate burning 
in each bosom and flashing from each of their 
eyes. 

Sandie felt that he could endure the agony of 
the situation but a brief time longer, when, sud- 
denly looking over and beyond the ledge where- 
on Brad stood with his captive, a sight met his 
eyes which filled his soul with joy; and on the 
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impulse of the moment, he came near betraying 
and defeating the very means which had been 
ordained to save him further misery and rescue 
Gertie. Still, he could not restrain a look of 
hope and triumph which illuminated his coun- 
tenance upon beholding a well-known figure 
crawling stealthily along the narrow ledge above 
the one whereon stood the savage outlaw and 
his victim. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


Brap noticed the look of hope and triumph 
which so suddenly shone upon Sandie’s feat- 
ures, and he also detected the direction of his 
glances; and instinctively the outlaw turned his 
head to look above him. 

Quick as a flash Sandie’s pistol was leveled, 
his hand was upon the trigger when Brad 
turned. 

Anda ee laugh burst from his lips 
as he exclaimed: 

‘Dang it! that was well done, lad, to get 
me to turn my head; but from this out, mate, 
thy handsome face will answer for my observa- 
tions.”’ 

Sandie was a quick thinker, and although he 
had failed to improve his opportunity quick 
enough, still he saw at a glance that what Brad 
had supposed to be a ruse would serve to aid 
the purposes of the faithful friend who had 
dropped out of sight poe in time to prevent his 
being seen by the outlaw. 

‘*T have had nothing to eat, man; go thou 
and bring me some food!’’ called Brad, ‘* some 
food!”’ 

‘* Not to you, wretch.” 

‘** Then the girl starves with me, lad!’’ 

‘**T guess not,’’ cried Sandie, as with strain- 
ing eyes and clasped hands he dropped upon 
his knees, and looked at the point where Brad 
was standing. A sight met his gaze which for 
a moment caused his heart to stand still. The 
figure upon the ledge of rocks above Brad had 
crawled along until he arrived at a point direct- 
ly over him; when suddenly he lowered himself 
over, let go his hold, and dropped squarely upon 
the shoulders of the outlaw, bringing the latter 
to the ground, and with one wild whoop of sav- 
age triumph, old Joe, the Indian chief, pinned 
the surprised and outwitted outlaw to the 
ground. 

Fiercely the fallen giant struggled to free 
himself; but the old Indian was as tough and 
strong as himself, and he ceased his struggles 
entirely, gave up his weapons, and yielded with 
a sullen silence, when, a moment later, Sandie 
appeared, upon the ledge, and came to the old 
chief’s assistance. 

‘* Thank. God!’’ cried Sandie, rushing to the 
place where Gertie was kneeling; and raising 
her to his heart, he added: ‘* Darling, you are 
saved!”’ 

Brad had been permitted to rise to his feet, 
but his hands had been tightly bound by old 
Joe; and after a moment the latter said, ad- 
dressing Sandie: 

“Take girl home quick!”’ 

‘* What will we do with our prisoner?”’ in- 
quired Sandie. 

‘*Injun take care of prisoner. Sandie take 
girl home, quick! The way is long—white girl 
most dead. Ugh! white girl no like Injun girl.’’ 

After a moment’s reflection, Sandie decided 
that the advice of the old chief was wise: and 
taking Gertie by the hand, he led her carefully 
and tenderly down the cliff-side. 

Gertie was worn and exhausted almost unto 
death, but her pale face wore an expression of 
happiness and joy at her fortunate and almost 
miraculous rescue. 

‘* Aunt and uncle must be crazy with appre- 
hension and terror,’’ she murmured, as they 
emerged from the narrow passage and started 
slowly down the. mountain path. 

‘* We will soon be with them, darling. Here 
is a road we can take down the mountain, which 
is nearer to the main road, and I know a place 
where we Can secure a conveyance.’’ 

Sandie was right; and about an hour before 
noon he reached the house mentioned; and 
when he arrived there, he found it necessary to 
—— as Gertie could travel no further that 

ay. 
After the departure of our hero with Gertie, 
old Joe said to Brad: | 

‘* Come, we will go.’’ 

With muttered curses and oaths at his ill- 


fortune, the outlaw slowly started to go down’ 


the side of the ledge, with the pistol of the chief 
held close to his head; to warn him not to at- 
tempt to escape. 
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had passed through the narrow passage at the 
entrance to which Sandie had been halted by 
Brad, and reached the open space, the Indian 
said sternly: 

‘* Stop!’ 

Brad halted, when the old chief drew a large 
knife from his belt, and advanced toward the 
outlaw. The latter recoiled, with a countenance 
convulsed with terror, exclaiming: 

‘‘Art thou going to murder me in cold 
blood?”’ 

‘‘Injun swore to kill you; Injun make big 
oath; Injun keep it.’’ 

‘** Mercy!’’ screamed Brad. 

‘‘Injun don’t know mercy now!’’? 

‘* Carmichael would not Jet you murder me.”’ 

‘* Carmichael gone. Injun alone with Brad; 
that’s what Injun wants.”’ bib 

‘* Oh! don’t murder me!”’ 

**No; Injun no murder—Injun «ill Brad! 
Injun have big fight with miner—miner kill 
Injun all right—Injun kill miner better.’’ 

** And dost thou intend to give me a chance 
for my life?”’ 

- ** Yes; Injun no murder—Injun will fight!” 

It was a desperate moment for Brad; but this 
was more than he could have expected, as it was 
his only chance; the red man had shown more 
mercy than he himself had shown others, especi- 
ally Sandie. Brad was a desperate villain, and at 
heart.an arrant coward; but under present cir- 
cumstances, the biggest.poltroon could do no 
less than fight for his life. 

He knew that it would be useless to plead 
with the old chief, and he expressed his will- 
ingness to fight. 

he old chief produced another knife similar 
to the one he had just drawn; this he tossed to- 
ward Brad. 

‘*Injun cut Brad's hands free.”’ 

.** You won’t murder me?’’ 

‘* Injun never tell lies—white man lies—Injun 
never.”’ . 

Brad extended his hands, and with one gash 
Joe severed the bonds, and the outlaw was as 
free and untrammeled as himself. 

Brad picked the knife from the ground, where 
his red foe had tossed it, and the two men stood 
face to face, knife in hand, warily watching 
each other with fierce, oe eyes, ready’ to 
begin the terrible conflict which would only 
terminate in the death of either one or both of 
them. 


oo 


CHAPTER XXXV. 


Tuus it was with Thumping Brad; the out- 
law, at heart, as has been demonstrated in the 
course of our story, Was an arrant coward; and 
although ready at all times to urge others into 
positions of danger, would generally manage to 
save himself, and when sometimes cornered, 
would plainly show his real character. Yet, 
like men of hisilk, he would steal along through 
the darkness, and in furtherance of his schemes 
of vengeance commit murder and other deeds 
of violence, though he always reserved a chance 
for escape, and only struck when he thought 
that he could get away without risk. 

But now when standing, knife in hand, face 
to face with Indian Joe, he knew that there was 
but one avenue of escape; he could call upon no 
one for assistance, neither could he fly; there 
remained but one alternative—he must fight— 
ay, fight for his life, and a positive knowledge 
of the situation lent to the scoundrel a nerve 
which he could have possessed under no other 
circumstances. ; 

As he raised the knife from the ground where 
the chief had thrown it, he hissed between his 
clinched teeth: 

‘Thou red murderer! it may go hard with 
thee yet, as thou hast driven me to the fight!’’ 

‘* Good! Injun’s ready! Injun swore to kill 
Brad—Injun keep his word!’’ replied the old 
chief. 

‘Thou didst say thou wouldst not commit 
a murder, an’ yet there is a fairer way to settle 
this matter-between us!’’ 

‘‘Injun fight Brad! both got knives! what 
more outlaw want?’’ 

‘*“'Thou’st well learned with the use of the 
knife; Iam but a novice; with a pistel I would 
be more of a match for thee!’’ 

“* Injun no trust Brad!”’ 

‘“* Thou’lt no trust me? and what’s the differ- 
ence? an’ thou’lt hold a pistol and I but the 
“sword!” : 

‘* No; Brad’s words are as soft and treacher- 
ous as his heart! Brad young—Injun old—Brad 
big —Injun not so big—Brad’s knife sharp—In- 
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Thus they descended the cliff; and when they 


jun’s knife sharp—Injun wants no more talk! 
Brad must fight with knives! Look out! Injun 
come! ugh!” 

As old Joe gave utterance to the final charac- 
teristic ugh! the whole expression of his counte- 
nance changed, while his body swayed with a 
graceful movement to and fro, like the lithe, 
noiseless movement of a cobra when seeking to 
charm its victim. Then slowly, with his fierce 
eyes fairly ablaze with a wild savage excitement 
that agitated his bosom, he advanced one step 
with the point of his knife extended, while the 
handle was pressed firmly against his breast. 
As the Indian advanced with a noiseless tread, 
his bold body evincing the elasticity of his mus- 
cles, Brad stepped. backward with his eyes 
fastened upon the chief, as though expecting 
momentarily that his antagonist would spring 
upon him with the bound of a tiger. 

‘Seeing the outlaw move backward, the Indian 
said, in tones of concentrated native contempt: 

‘‘ The white man goes backward.”’ 

‘* Ay, but I’m watching thee, thou red-eyed 
villain!”’ 


‘“*Come, come,’’ hissed the chief, and he 
leaned his body forward, lowered the point of 
his knife, and beckoned with his left hand for 
Brad to advance. 

‘* Come, thou,’’ said Brad, holding his knife 
tightly clutched in his hand. 

‘* Bah! Injun comes—white man fall back.” 

“Try me. I’m ready for thee now.” 

‘**Good,”’ cried the chief, aud with a desper- 
ate bound he leaped forward, and made a terri- 
ble lunge at the outlaw, which the latter only 
evaded by a fortunate shy; but seeing that he 
must now fight, or be unresistingly slaughtered, 
he gathered himself up and aimed a wicked 
blow at the chief 

But the Indian dodged, and a second time 
made a lunge at the outlaw; and so quick was 
his movement, and so certain his aim that his 
foe failed to dodge it successfully, and his knife 
made a fearful gash in Brad’s shoulder. 

The outlaw gave utterance to a roar of terror 
and agony, succeeded by a volley of oaths, as, 
impelled bi rage and a thoroughly aroused in- 
stinct of self-preservation, he rushed at the red 
warrior, who, after striking the successful blow, 
retreated a step or two, uttering a suppressed 
chuckle of triumph. 

The sight of blood seemed to transform both 
men into perfect demons. The Indian alter- 
nately laughed and ground his teeth with the 
intensity of the excitement, while Brad foamed 
at the mouth, and shook his head like a mad- 
dened bull-dog. 


In an instant the two combatants came to- 
gether, and the arms of both men rose and fell 
with lightning-like rapidity, as they cut and 
gashed at each other with resistless fury. 

The rich, warm blood now spouted from sev- 
eral terrible wounds which the old chief had re- 
ceived; one terrible thrust had laid open his 
cheek with a ghastly wound from his cheek- 
bone to his chin, and as the crimson fluid fairly 
blinded him, Brad yelled in triumph, as he 
shouted, in a hoarse voice: 

‘‘ Aha! thou red fiend, and thou’rt my mut- 
ton, after all.’’ 


The Indian could not speak; but his eyes still 
flashed defiance, and his thrusts were made with 
unabated swiftness and energy. 

The dreadful fight went on. Both men now 
became more wary, as both evidently perceived 
that a few moments must decide the combat; 
and they began to feel a weakness coming over 
them, owing to great loss of blood which both 
had suffered. Either felt that any moment he 
might fall, fainting and exhausted, upon the 
earth, which was now red with gore like the 
floor oT a slaughter-pen. 

At length the arms of the two men which 
held their bloody knives became locked, and a 
different turn was given to the struggle Brad, 
who felt that he was the strongest, sought to 
hold on to the arm-lock, while with his feet he 
should be able to throw the old chief down; but 
the latter was still too nimble for him, and 
finally the outlaw reached forward and tried to 
beat the chief to insensibility with his great, 
ponderous hand. But again was he bafiled, 
and started back with a more blasphemous oath 
than he had yet uttered, when old Joe finally 
sticceeded in wrenching himself loose from his 
giant grasp. 

This fearful struggle had lasted fully ten 
minutes—-a long time for such a terrible and 
bloody combat—and both men were glad of an 
instant’s breathing spell. Aud as they withdrew 
with their gleaming eyes still fastened upon 


each other, no two more unsightly and ghastly 
objects could the eye of a witness rest upon. 

Our readers may think that it would 2 be ut- 
terly impossible for two strong men to engage 
in a combat as above described, and both not be 
literally hacked to pieces. But there are well 
authenticated accounts of contests with knives 
having taken place in the presence of numerous 
on which have lasted for a nuch longer 
time. 

The writer once met a man in Texas who was 
one of two who fought with knives for full 
thirty minutes; and one of them darvived. 
though covered, at the time the writer met him, 
with seventeen plainly marked scars of wounds 
received during the fight. 

When surprise was expressed that both had 
not been killed within the first few minutes, the 
hunter replied: 

‘** Look here, stranger; you don’t suppose that 
when a fellow’s engaged in a fight, and a knife 
cutting through his skin, that he’s going to stand 
still and let his enemy shove it in further, do 
yer? No, no; a twist or a squirm will get you 
out of danger from that; and the other chap 
ain't got much time to waste in driving his 
knife home, unless he’s got a dead advantage. 
Now, I'll tell yer; I did not finish my man until 
he got weak from loss of blood, and then I 
drove the knife home to bone; and that thar 
bone cut was the one that killed him; he’d a got 
well of all ther rest!”’ 

Nearly three minutes elapsed before either of 
the two combatants, Brad or Joe, made the least 
movement toward a renewal of the fight. 

Thea Brad, who saw the chief reel and stag- 
ger as though about to fall, meng advanced 
to deal the finishing blow as soon as the red man 
should go down. | 

Seeing Brad advancing toward him, the old 
chief seemed to make one desperate effort, and 
moved forward to renew the struggle; but he 
advanced but two steps, when, down, with a 
deep groan, he fell upon his knees. 

A yell of triumph burst from Brad’s lips; 
in his mad eagerness he forgot his wariness, 
and leaped forward with his knife. uplifted, 
when suddenly, like a flash, the Indian sprung 
to his feet right under the uplifted arm of the 
outlaw, and with a wild whoop, drove his knife 
home to the hilt in Brad’s heart. 

The giant swayed an instant, then with one 
heavy groan fell forward on his face a corpse. 
The Indian’s seeming weakness had only been 
a ruse, coming of a race distinguished for their 
cunning; in the last moment, feeling that the 
chances were against him, as Brad’s strength 
seemed the least impaired, he had resorted to 
this ingenious ruse to throw the outlaw off his 
guard, and had thereby slain him. 

But the victory won, and the excitement over, 
he, too, fell prostrate.and insensible upon the 
body of his late antagonist. 





CHAPTER XXXVI. 


WE left the miners raving with excitement 
and burning with anger toward Sandie Car- 
michael, on the way to the manager’s house for 
the purpose of wreaking their vengeance upon 
him. 

They were all resolved thatif they should find 
him, to practice at once what has come to be 
known in this country as Lynch law. 

Brad, as our readers have been informed, was 
looked upon by them as a martyr to the rights 
of the miners; and since our hero’s testimony at 
the trial, he had not a friend among his former 
comrades; all looked upon him as a traitor, and 


_a betrayer of his mates, if not for gold, at least 


for flattering and future clfances of preferment 
in the mines. 

But it mattered not to them what were the 
causes or inducements for his treachery, he was 
looked upon as an undoubted traitor, and the 
members of the secret brotherhood had sworn 
vengeance against him. 

Those who were not ready to take part in acts 
of actual violence, still lent a tacit encourage- 
ment to the others, and were open-mouthed in 
calling him an informer and in asserting that he 
deserved death. 

The women also were outspoken in their de- 
punciations, and were not backward in urging 
their sons and husbands to hang the wretch 
upon whose head lay the blood of three of the 
miners, each of whom had left a widow and 
children to the care and commiseration of their 
former comrades; and when the crowd started 
for the manager’s house it was greatly augment- 
ed by the women and children who joined in 
the general cry for justice and vengeance. 





Mr. Loder, fearing bloodshed, and finding | 


himself unable to appease, intimidate, or contro 
the excited men, dispatched to the town for as- 
sistance; at the same moment, he had sent a 
messenger to his sister, warning her to leave the 
house, while he himself gathered a few men and 
started to foilow the crowd, that he might post 
sentinels in every direction leading toward his 
home, so that they might intercept and warn 
Sandie, in case he might approach, of the dan- 
ger that menaced him. 

‘‘ This time the rascal and informer shall 
die!’’ shouted one of the men, as he passed an 
incongruous and disorderly procession through 
the village way along the road toward the man- 
ager’s house. 

‘“ Ay!’’ yelled another; ‘‘ an’ had we heeded 
Brad’s warning, the lives of our comrades would 
have been saved!’ 

‘* It’s death to him now, for certain, the foul 
murderer!’’ cried still another. Thus threaten- 
ing, cursing, and arguing, the wild mob reached 
Mr. Loder’s house. 

Mr. Loder had hurried on ahead of them, and 
after having posted his sentinels, hastened back 
to the house, and when the miners aryived, he 
stood upon the front niazza to receive them. 

‘* Have I ever lied 10 you, men?’’ he said. 

‘* Then don’t begin now, sir,’’ answered one 
of the men. 

‘* I] never wish to; but I do wish to save my 
property, and I have a proposition to make to 
you,”’ 

‘‘ Speak out, then, sir; but be quick, as it’s 
only time, we believe, that you are trying to 
gain, to aid.tne flight or hide the informer.”’ 

‘* I told you an hour ago, and I tell you now, 
that Sandie Carmichael has not been beneath 
my roof since yesterday afternoon.”’ 

‘‘ An’ it’s now thou'rt lying, if before this 
nothing but the truth fell from thy lips.” 

‘“On my honor as a man, a Christian, and a 
gentleman, I am telling the truth, and if you 
will but act with a little reason, I will convince 
you.” 


“Well, speak, sir; we are ready to listen if 
thou’lt not be too long ”’ 

‘“‘ Let three of your number come and search 
my house; you will then be satisfied that the 
man whose innocent blood you seek is not there; 
and then I will tell you that I will have a meet- 
ing called of the owners of the mine, and urge 
upon them the righteousness of paying the same 
rate as is paid in any other mine in the coun- 
t : 9 


When men are most exasperated, there still 
remains one passion which is ever dominant; 
with the wealthy, it is a prospect of increased 
gains, and with the laborer, higher wages; and 
even in this moment of rage and excitement, 
the miners greeted the manager’s last promise 
with an outburst of cheers. 

This latter phase of affairs so far mollified 
eI POR AY. the wrath of the men that they 
held a few moments’ consultation, when three 
of them stepped forward and said that they did 
not doubt the manager’s statement, but that to 
appease the majority it would be necessary for 
them to make the search, but that they would 
do it with dispatch and decorum, and put the 


inmates of the house to as little inconvenience | qj 


as possible. 


“In less than ten minutes the three men came 
forth from the house and stated that Sandie Car- 
michael, the murderer and informer, was not 
there, and that after a thorough examination 
they were convinced that the manager had 
rightly informed them. 

After calling upon Mr. Loder for a restate- 
ment of his promise to intercede with the own- 
ers and directors of the mine, the motley crowd 
of men, women, and children, more honest than 
cultivated, and less wise than enthusiastic, re- 
turned to the village. : 

Upon that same day all idea of work in the 
mines was abandoned; in the afternoon the 
county coroner arrived; a jury was sworn, the 
bodies of the dead men were viewed, and the 
formal inquest was adjourned for a week in ac- 
cordance with the advice of Mr. Loder, who 
stated that it would be dangerous to hold it until 
the present wild excitement had subsided; and 
further, that time would be required to gef the 
witnesses together. ; 

So the day passed. It was long after night- 
fall when the manager returned, wearied and 
exhausted, to his home, hoping to learn some- 
thing of the fate of his niece. And in this lat- 
ter desire, he was not disappointed, as less than 
an hour previous to his return, a boy had ar- 
rived with information of the safety of Gertie 
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and Sandie, and with a few particulars of the} coal is struck, the fire-damp bursts forth in a 


exciting events which had occurred. 

Upon the following day the funeral of the 
two miners took place; the whole village turned 
out and joined in the sad procession which fol- 
lowed the remains to their last resting-place. 

In the meantime, the manager had sent a mes- 
senger to Sandie, warning him not to return to 
the village until he should receive a notice to do 
so, as in the present state of excitement nothing 
but evil would come of his presence; and he 
also requested that his niece might also remain, 
if comfortably situated, for a few days until 
matters should become more settled. 

It so happened that the events recorded caused 
the mines to be totally deserted for three whole 
days, but upon the day succeeding the funeral, 
the men resolved to resume work, and at the 
usual hour assembled at the mouth of the shaft 
for the purpose of descending. 

The men all seemed subdued, and there was 
a quiet solemnity in their demeanor, as though 
each and all were laboring under a weird pre- 
sentiment of some terrible calamity. 

Yet there was no hesitation; after the usual 
delay required for the descent of the five boys, 
the men entered the car and were rapidly let 
down into the dark depths and narrow avenues, 
where in low, slimy chambers, by hard and 
wearing toil, they earned their daily bread. 

It was a lovely day; the mountain peaks 
reared their heads toward heaven, freed from 
the usual mists that surrounded them, and shot 
aloft bare and rugged in the clear, culm light of 
one of summer’s balmiest days. 

Alone upon the surface, all were engaged as 
usual about their daily avocations; and it ap- 
peared as though a special calm of both man 
and nature pervaded every nook and corner, as 
a blessed succession to the scenes of riot and 
turmoil which had prevailed for the last few 
weeks, 

Suddenly a strange, rumbling sound was 
heard, and the cheeks of those upon the surface 
surrounding the mine became blanched with an 
expression of terror and agony, which too well 
indicated their instant knowledge of the cause 
of the explosions which were now heard with 
increased frequency, while great volumes of 
black smoke came hissing and rolling up the 
shaft. 

The demon of the mines had broken his 
shackles—the terrible, the fearful, the death- 
dealing fire-damp was reveling in its horrible 
feast of destruction and death! 
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Tre fire-damp! Thousands are the graves 
which yearly open throughout the world to re- 
ceive the victims of this strange, mysterious 
scourge of the mines, and its twin-monster, the 
choke-damp! 

These terrible elements of death are invisible 
to the eye, but they make their fearful presence 
felt by all the other human organs, They issue 
from the caverns and recesses of the mines with 
a loud cry, or a continual hissing, that is horri- 
ble to hear. They smell ghastly and grave-like. 
You can feel their clammy presence on your 
brow, and if you inhale their breath, you must 


e. 
They fly swifter than birds; and, pursuing 
their victims, they surround and slowly smother 
them, or else blow them instantly into atoms, 

- One of these foul elements, the choke-damp, 
so-called because it suffocates or chokes its vic- 
tims, is sufficintly dangerous and terrible to be 
dreaded; but its companion evil, the fire-damp, 
is more dangerous and more to be feared, be- 
cause it explodes and burns, and when once 
upon a rampage, escape from its awful dangers 
is very rare. 

It is not necessary, in the limits of our story, 
to attempt to explain how these gases are 
formed; that, in itself, would prove an interest- 
ing study for those who are of an investigative 
turn of mind. We shall only speak of them in 
so far as they may havea bearing upon our tale. 

This fatal gas, known as the fire-damp, some- 
times lies between the crevices of the coal in the 
mine; oftener it is in the coal itself, and is not 
released until the coal is burned. 

If our readers have ever seen bituminous coal 
burning, they have noticed the little bright jets 
of gas blazing with a little hissing noise. 

hen the coal is laid bare by the miner’s pick, 

the fire-damp hisses out, and the neighborhood 
is permeated by a bad smell. 

his is what the miners call ‘‘ singing coal,”’ 

and it sings many a poor fellow to his last sleep. 

When a crevice between the different runs of 
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great body and fills up the mine so suddenly 
that the men can not escape or extinguish their 
lights, and thus explosions take place. Some- 
times these crevices connect with others, and 
then there is a continuous flow of gas for 
months. Then the mines are filled with gas to 
such an extent that the miners hardly dare ap- 
proach the entrance, and it is almost certain 
death to go into them. 

The fire-damp explodes just like powder, and 
even with more terrible effect sometimes, for 
the whole air is then converted into one white 
cloud of flame. It fires the timbers and loose 
coal in the mine, and consumes them. When 
this flaming gas is exhausted, it is followed by 
the choke-damp again, and it becomes necessary 
to put the ventilating engines to work to purify 
the air; but generally ere this is done every liv- 
ing soul that may have been in the mine at the 
time of the explosion is either smothered or 
burned to a crisp. 


Those of our readers who have been upon a 
ship at sea, and have suddenly been aroused by 
the fearful cry of fire, can form some idea of 
what brief moments of agony the human soul 
can endure. Fire at sea! What presents itself 
to the imagination with equal horror? Upon a 
frail bark, above us the calm, blue sky, all about 
the equally calm, green waters; but in our 
midst the roaring flames of torture and destruc- 
tion; with death, certain death, on every side! 
But, reader, stay! even in this fearful moment 
the passenger on.the burning ship has a con- 
solation; he can cast his eyes heavenward, and 
feel the warmth of a blessed hope inspired in his 
bosom at the sight of that blue canopy behind 
which our faith teaches us is an eternal home 
of rest and peace. And then, when the flames 
press close upon us, and death -is inevitable, an 
easy and painless mode of exit from earth and 
its terrors presents itself in the calm depths of 
old ocean. 


But neither of these mitigating promises to 
the dreadful horror of his fate has the poor min- 
er. Sometimes a large body of men who hear 
the first explosion which portends the coming 
horror, rush toward the foot of the shaft, but 
are met by the suffocating choke-damp, and 
with cries of despair, they retreat back into 
some distant chamber and seal themselves in, 
and then await for hours and days a final rescue 
oraterrible death. 

And their agony is long drawn out; they can 
hear the shock of the demon fire-damp, as it 
rushes from chamber to chamber, from crevice 
to crevice, and through some leak, steals in and 
they catch a faint odor of that fatal after-evil 
which portends a less rapid but a more horrible 
lingering and agonizing death. The light of 
heaven is shut out from them; they are sur- 
rounded by the black, slimy walls, from which 
comes the cc - ant drip, drip of the oozing 
water; a fit type of the slow misery which is to 
precede a final death of horror. , 

“The fire-damp! the fire-damp! there has 
been an explosion in the mine! the men were all 
down there!’’ anda hundred other exclamations 
fell from the mouths of excited men and terror- 
stricken women and children, as they rushed 
wildly toward the shaft from whence the smoke 
was still issuing with a sullen roar which was 
simply awful to behold. 


It was a terrible sight which met the eye of 
Mr, Loder, the manager, as he galloped upon 
the scene. Women were screaming in anguish, 
and in their frenzy would rush headlong toward 
the mouth of the pit, and were only driven back 
by the most determined efforts of the men. The 
news of.the calamity spread, and crowds began 
to arrive on horseback and in wagons, and six 
hours after the first explosion there was gath- 
ered a vast multitude, and from the great throng 
arose a constant murmur, while ever and anon 
a shrill cry was heard, and a woman with di- 
sheveled hair clasping an infant in her arms, and 
leading several other children by the hand, 
would break through the crowd, making wild, 
incoherent inquiries whether any news had 
come up from the mine. 


But there were none who could speak one 
word of cheering comfort; the black smoke, al- 
though less dense in volume, still continued to 
issue from the mouth of the shaft. 

To the wives and relatives of those down in 
the fatal depths, the men who were working 
and watching with pale, worn faces at the 
mouth of the shaft, would speak words of hope- 
fulness, saying: ‘‘ Don’t give up, my dear 
women, the men may have intrenched them- 
selves in such and such a chamber; they may - 
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all be safe, and as soon as the choke clears 
away, we will send men down to the rescue.”’ 

But when strangers came, and in low, hushed 
voices made inquiries, the same brave fellows 
would shake their heads, and reply in hoarse 
whispers: 

“There is but little hope. The chances are 
that’ all of the men are dead ere this, or are 
slowly but surely suffocating.’’ 

And thus the day wore on; the shadows of 
night came apace, and like the mournful howl 
of the watch-dog, the despairing moans of an- 
guish of women sounded upon the dewy air. 

Prayers were openly offered; cries, piteous 
cries to Heaven for mercy, were mingled with 
the shrill cries of children, and the agonized 
sobs of strong men. 

None slept through the silent. watches of the 

hot night, all kept solemn ward and watch. 
-.. At about midnight a report flew through the 
immense throng that the shaft was clear, and a 
descent was about to be made, and a wi!d cheer 
burst from a thousand throats. While these 
huzzas were still ringing upon the air, a remark- 
able scene was occurring at the mouth of the 
shaft. The outside boss had just announced that 
an attempt was to be made to go down into the 
mine. 

‘*T will go,’’ he said, in firm tones, ‘‘ who 
will go with me?”’ 

For a moment there ensued an ominous si- 
lence; at length a young man stepped forth, and 
said, while his face fairly glistened under the 
light of the stars: 

‘*T will!”’ 
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‘*] wILL for another!’’ spoke up a middle- 
aged man. 

‘“No, not thou! An’ I'll go down in thy 
stead,’’ interposed a large-framed, gray-headed 
man, as the tears gushed from his eyes, 
‘*Thou’rt a father and a husband,’’ he con- 
tinued, ‘‘an’ I have but my own life to lose, 
and none to mourn after me.”’ 

Here spoke up the noble miner--here spoke 
the brave, self-sacrificing hero. To go down 
that.fatal shaft was almost certain death—a ter- 
rible death at that! Here is the story of Damon 
and Pythias—a true history—the noble heroism 
of Pythias when he took Damon’s place upon 
the scaffold shone but dimly in a heroic light 
beside the genuine offer of the old miner. 

After a moment, another stepped forward and 
said: ‘‘ I will go down also.”’ 

‘Thank thee, lad, but three are enough. 
Come, my mates, iet’s down to the rescue of 
our comrades.’” * 

A terrible silence prevailed; the whole multi- 
tude became suddenly hushed, and not a sound 
was heard but the rattling of the chain that held 
the caf as it descended into the black depths of 
the shaft. 

Anxiously, and with bated breath, the ap- 
pointed man watched the signal; and a glad 
smile broke over his face, 98 he said in a low 
tone: 

‘* All right so far, they have signaled!’’ and 
again came the cheering assurance; then suc- 
ceeded a few moments of breathless interest and 
anxiety; no signal came. 

The car had arrived at the bottom. 

‘** Do they signal?’’ inquired Mr. Tilton. 

** No, sir,’’ was the faint reply. 

‘* Wait a moment, and if you get no signal, 
let the car come up.”’ 

A moment passed. 

‘* Raise the car!’’ said Mr. Tilton, in a sub- 
dued voice. 

Slowly the wheel began to turn, and the car 
started for the surface; paler and paler grew 
each face, and as the car drew near the top, 
trembling forms bent over the edge of the shaft, 
and peered down to see whether it brought back 
dead or living freight. 

At length it was brought to the surface, and 
aéry of anguish burst from the lips of those 
about the mouth of the pit, and was taken up 
by the throng, and then came the fatal words: 

‘* They’re dead! they have been suffocated by 

the choke-damp!’’ and strong men wept, as, 
tenderly, one after the other the dead forms of 
their self-immolated companions were lifted 
from the basket. 
, Efforts were made toward resuscitation, but 
failed; the deadly damp had effectually done its 
work, and three victims more were now to be 
added to the scourge, the mystery of the fire- 
damp! and thus far only Heaven knew how 
many more victims lay down in the dismal, 
prisoned depths of the mine. 


Hours passed—hours fraught with more fear- 
ful apony ines often falls to human minds to 
suffer. Daylight came. Efforts had been made 
to purify the mine, and again volunteers were 
called for to descend. 

Two young men answered to the call; but in 
less than seven minutes from the time they left 
the surface, with the life-blood coursing health- 
fully through their veins, they were drawn up, 
and their pulse-beats had ceased forever; pnd 
their lips, frozen in death, could not tell at what 
copie death—horrible death—had overtaken 
them, 

Again the purifying process began, and at 
noon the call came, ‘‘ Who will go down now?”’ 
—in other words, who will be the next victim? 

This time there came no response; each look- 
ed into the face of the other, but none dared say 
‘*T will go.”’ 

A terrible, awful silence pervaded the vast, 
anxious assemblage, but none seemed willing to 
go down to certain death. At length one spoke: 

‘* Why sacrifice more lives? The men below 
are beyond succor. It would be cruel to send 
another down to certain doom.”’ 

And this feeling prevailed. Tears gushed 
from the eyes of some, while shrieks and moans 
issued from the lips of others. 

A pall of death overhung that great throng 
of men, women and children, when suddenly a 
young man came pushing through the crowd, 
and, as some of the villagers gazed upon his 
pale, noble features, a murmur of indignation 
burst forth, and deep-toned voices said: 

‘““'There goes the informer! There goes the 
murderer! There goes the traitor Sandie Car- 
michael!”’ 

But our hero heeded not what was said, but 
walked, with proud steps and flashing eyes, 
straight up to the mouth of the shaft. 

Then he spoke: . 

‘* Has any one been down the shaft?”’ 

** Yes; five men.”’ 

‘* And they came up dead?’’ 

se Yes.’’ 

“Then listen to me. I have been branded as 
a traitor, an informer, and a murderer. Now, 
in the sight- of Heaven, I proclaim my inno- 
cence. If I speak falsely may I never come up 
from that shaft alive. If true, may I be the 
means of rescuing my mates, if any of them be 
still alive. 1 will go down the shaft, and I’ll 
go alone.’’ ~ 

A wild cry sounded from hundreds of voices, 
as our hero stepped forward, and, in the face of 
warnings not to go down, said, in a voice both 
firm and cheerful: . 

‘* Let the car go down!”’ 

The man watched the signal rope, and at 
regular intervals came the glad sign that thus 
far all was right. Finally it reached the bottom, 
and the signal came aloft that all was right. 

Then began a season of fearful suspense. A 
half hour passed; every eye was fixed upon the 
signal rope, but it hung motionless. 

Another half hour passed. 

‘* Let the car come up,’’ said Mr. Tilton. 

It came up, but it was empty; down it went 
again, but ere it had half reached the bottom 
the signal rope was seen to move. The news 
was communicated from one to the other, and a 
frenzied shout of praise and thanksgiving arose. 

‘* God bless Sandie Carmichael! he has proved 
his innocence,’’ was the reply from mouth to 
mouth. 

The car reached the bottom of the shaft; a 
moment—a terrible moment—passed, then came 
the signal. — 

‘* Let her come up.”’ 

Slowly she ascended; anxious faces peered 
over the side of the pit; the car came in sight, 
and strong men staggered back and fainted, 
while others sent forth the glad cry: 

‘‘ They're saved! there are men in the car!” 
and there was music in the creak of the pul- 
ley wheel, as the car came up, and in a moment 
half a dozen pale, terror-stricken men were lift- 
ed from it, and men, women, and children 
crowded about them, and a glad shout of praise 
and thanksgiving ascended to God when the 
news circulated that in all probability every 
man would be saved. 

This glad hope was verified. Car load after 
car load was brought into life, and as they 
came to, the story of the rescue became known. 

When the first explosion took place they had 
rushed for the pit, but were driven back by the 
choke-damp, Then they fled to a distant cham- 
ber, and sealed themselves in, and thus for 
twenty-six hours they had remained, hoping and 
praying. At length the choke-damp began to 
penetrate their retreat. Gradually one after 
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another was overcome and fell helpless to the 
ground, when suddenly blows were heard against 
the barricades which they had not dared to dis- 
turb, and Sandie Carmichael, their brave res- 
cuer, came in among them, followed by a 
draught of reviving air. 
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AT length the last car came up. Save one, all 
had ascended, but the noble young man, who 
had been branded traitor, informer, murderer, 
and whose blood had been sought but a few 
hours previously by those very men whom he 
had rescued from a terrible death; because, one 
half hour later and the choke-damp would have 
done its work, and succor would have been too 
ate. 

Sandie remained below, alone, until the car 
came down; he entered, and, after his exhaust- 
ing exertions in leading the weaker men to the 
shaft-hole, he began to ascend toward light and 
day once again. 

The last car reached the entrance; Sandie 
stepped forth, and then the welkin rang with a 
cry which ascended to the sky, and must have 
penetrated even beyond, until the angels heard 
it and folded their wings and looked glad at 
such an exhibition of humanity when aroused 
to its fullest capacity of heaven-born nobility. 
Thousands of our readers have been upon the 
battle-field, and after a hard day’s battle, amid 


and the rattle of musketry have heard, at 
length, the cry rise above the din and roar of 
battle: . | ius 
‘* They fly, and the day is ours!’’ 
Then they have heard the roar of the can- 
non cease, or, only in the distance, have list- 
ened to the rumbling of the flying foe, and then 
has succeeded the one wild hallelujah of vic- 
tory. . To them we need not tell of the wild en- 
thusiasm which prevailed around that shaft, 
nor of the glad hosannas which were re-echoed 
by the distant hills and ridges. It was.a grand 
chorus, that can be heard but once, and then 
forever remembered; but such a greeting met 
Sandie Carmichael, and he was borne away 
upon the shoulders of a dozen stalwart men. 
Still the dead heroes were not forgotten. 
Biers were constructed, flowers were gathered 
from the hedges and tenderly thrown upon 
them, while, with solemn steps, their comrades 
bore them to their former homes, the women 
marching in front, and laying the dust of the 
road-way with their copious tears. 
* * * * * * 
Three months have passed. Crowds of gayly 
decked children are dodging in and out of their 
humble homes, and soon their parents follow, 
and taking them by the hand, join in a joyful 
procession, which is wending its way in one 
direction. 
What means this holiday attire? Why these 
joyful, happy faces? Where is this great throng 
marching to? 
It is a holiday; and-it is more; it is the wed- 
ding-day of Sandie, the miner, and Gertie Loder, 
the manager’s niece. 
Upon the green, in front of the manager’s 
new mansion, which has risen upon the site of 
the one which was burned in a moment of pas- 
sion, is gathered a great crowd. 
Soon the doors are thrown open, and the 
bridal-party come forth. Prominent in the 
train can be seen old Joe, the Indian chief; and 
there, in the presence of the great happy mul- 
titude, Sandie Carmichael and Gertie Loder are 
made husband and wife. 
A great, grand feast followed, like unto the 
days of old, when the first-born of some great 
house, the descendant of a long line of lords, 
has in similar manner been united in marriage 
to a lady equally high-born. 
And why should not an equally glorious 
pageant attend the espousals of our hero and 
heroine? for those who stood upon the broad 
balcony and heard the clergyman’s words for 
the first time learned a great secret. When the 
question came, ‘‘ Wilt thou take this woman for 
thy wedded wife,’’ the clergyman did not say 
Sandie Carmichael, but addressed our hero thus: 
‘Sanderson Carmichael, Lord Osmond and 
Marquis d’Arville ’’—there, our secret is out, 
and our story is told.. 
Two weeks later a handsome man and a beau- 
tiful woman stood upon the deck of an outward- 


of New York Harbor. The lady spoke: 

‘* Sandie,’’ she said, ‘‘ you once told me that 
— had never worked at any other occupation 
ut that of a miner.”’ 


the thunder of cannon and the bursting of shells - 





bound steamer gazing upon the receding shores. 
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‘* Dear one, I told you truly,’’ as he smiled 
pleasantly dowb upon ber; ‘* that was my first 
and only occupation, and thus far, my record 
as a miner is the proudest and the best of my 
whole career.”’ 4 


’ ** My husband, what drove you to become a 
miner?” 


A shadow passed over Sandie’s face. At 
length he said: 


‘‘Gertie darling, you have always trusted 
me; you pledged me your troth when you 
thought me poor and bumble and a workman; 
not until the day preceding our marriage did I 
tell you the secret of my birth. Dear one, you 
must trust me once more, but the day will come 
when you shall learn why Sandie Carmichael 
toiled in the depths of the mine.”’ 

‘“‘ Sandie, I am willing to wait.” 

‘Thank you,’’ replied her husband. ‘* And 
from hence let it be our mission to teach those, 
who gather around their comfortable fires 
when the wind roars about them in midwinter, 
how great are the dangers, how exhausting the 
labors, and how heroic and noble the souls of 
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those who spend the brightness of their days | “* At ever shift, be *t soon or late, I haste my bread to 


where a ray of sunshine never can be feund.”’ 

And as the noble steamer glided out into the 
bread Atlantic, in a low, clear tenor voice San- 
die, who fully appreciated the truth of the sen- 
timents conveyed in the song, sung: 


‘**T am a jovial collier lad, and blithe as blithe can be, 
For let the times be good or bad, it’s all the same to 


me; 
Tis little of the world I know, and careless of its 
ways, 
For where the dog-star never glows I wear away my 
days. ; 
CHORUS. 


‘*** Down in a coal mine, underneath the ground, 
Where a gleam of sunshine never can be found; 
Digging dusky diamonds all the season round, 
Down in the coal mine underneath the ground. 


‘** My hands are horny, large, and black with working 
inthe vein, | 
And like the clothes upon my back, my speech is 
rough and plain; 
Well, if 1 stumble with my tongue, I’ve one excuse to 


say, ‘ . 
*Tis not the collier’s heart that’s wrong, ‘tis the head 
that goes astray. 


Cnorvs.— Down in a coal mine, etc. 


THE END. 
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earn, 
And anxiously my kindred wait and watch for my 


return, 

For death, that levels all alike, whate’er the rank 
may be, 

Amid the fire and damp may strike and fling its 
darts at me. ; 


CHoRvus.—Down in a coal mine, ete. 


‘*** How little do the great ones care who are at home 


secure, 

What hidden dangers colliers dare, what hardships 
they endure; ‘ 

The bright fires their mansions boast to cheer them- 
selves and wives 

amayhep were kindled at the cost of jovial colliers* 
ives. 


CuHorvs.—Down in a coal mine, ete. 


‘*** Then cheer up, lads, and make ye much of every joy 


ye can, 

But let your mirth be always such as best becomes @ 
man; 

Dore fortane turns about, we'll still be ‘jovial 
souls, 

For what would New York be without the lads that 
look for coals.’ ” 


Cuorvus.— Down in a coal mine, ete. 
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Lovers’ Oracle. 


Witu BEAUTIFUL LITHOGRAPHED COVER. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


Tuis is a handy little book for every young man and woman to have 
in their possession. Matters of business about which one is puzzied to 
write properly often arise. This book furnishes ready advice. Matters. 
of a tender nature often puzzle, and here again the ‘‘ Model Letter-writer 
and Lovers’ Oracle’’ proves a friend in need. Its epistolary forms of 


correspondence on all subjects are the recognized methods in the highest 


business and social circles, and are those in vogue at present in the best 
society all over the world. If you want to be correct in all your corre- 
spondence, whatever its nature, this book will be of invaluable aid to” 
you. 


The New York Fashion Bazar Book of the Toilet. 


Wits BEeautiruL LITHOGRAPHED CovEeR. PRICE 25 CENTs. 


Tus book is an indispensable companion to every one who wishes. 
to be- thoroughly versed in the art of looking well when in society, at 
home, or on the street. It contains innumerable hints regarding the 
methods to be adopted ‘by all who aim to be circumspect in their per 
sonal habits and appearance. Men and women alike who are anx- 
ious to learn the secrets of looking bright, cleanly, and in ‘*‘ good form” 
at all times will find in this book many suggestions that will aid them 


greatly. 


The New York Fashion Bazar Book of Etiquette. 


Witu BEAUTIFUL LITHOGRAPHED COVER. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


“THe NEw YORK FASHION BAZAR BOOK OF ETIQUETTE ”’ is a necessity 
to all people who are anxious to be en rapport with the usages and customs. 
of polite society. Its suggestions and instructions regarding the methods. 
to be followed by refined people in polite society, and by those wishing to 
understand its forms, are complete and exhaustive. Every canon of eti- 
quette is fully described and every principle of politeness fully explained, 
so that no one who studies this book and practices what it teaches can 
be deficient in the accomplishments which make up the equipments of @ 
perfect lady or gentleman. 


Munro’s Star Recitations. 


Compiled and Edited by MRS. MARY EH. BRYAN. 
PRICE 25 CENTs. 


TuIs compilation of recitations has been carefully made from the 
best sources known to recitative and oratorical literature. It embraces 
every form of elocutionary effort, and will be found peculiarly adapted 
to the drawing-room, the select social circle, and to concerts, public gath- 
erings, and all entertainments of a literary, patriotic, or religious charac- 
ter. Mrs. Bryan has compiled this book with rare discrimination, and it 
is worthy of a place in every well-ordered library in the land. 


The above books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent by 
mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publisher. Address 


GEORGE MUNRO, Munro’s PuBLisHine House, 
(P. O, Box 3751.) 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, New York. 


MUNRO’S PUBLICATIONS 











Confessions of an Imp. 
BY “OLD SLEUTH.” 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


Turs is one of those weird tales of life—or rather of fancy—that ap- 
peal most strongly to the imagination. The ‘‘ Confessions of an Imp,”’ 
as made to the veteran detective, ‘‘ Old Sleuth,’’ embrace some startling 
ideas, many thrilling assumptions, and horrifying conclusions. There is 
a strong under-current of fact running through the ‘‘ Confessions ”’ which 
lend to them an interest inthralling and weirdly fascinating. The 
“ Confessions of an Imp” contain many pearls of interest which it is 
well worth a perusal to discover. No one can fail to be deeply interested 
in this book. 


Blood is Thicker than Water: A Few Days Among Our 
Southern Brethren. | 


BY HENRY M. FIELD, D.D. 
PRICE 25 CENTs. 


THE passing away of the rancorous feelings which once existed in 
the states north and south of Mason and Dixon’s line, and the return of 
brotherly feeling between the two sections, has brought to the surface of 
the muddy waters which once existed a great many pleasant incidents, 
genial surroundings, and jovial reminiscences of ‘‘ ye olden time ”’ in the 
days ‘‘ befo’ de wah.”’ Dr. Field has written a book under the above title 
which is full of the kindly feeling which animates the people of the North, 
South, East, and West to-day. The book is well conceived, well handled, 
and made keenly interesting by a succession of pleasing incidents and 
situations. This is a book well worth reading, for it is sure to please. 


A Practical Guide to the Acquisition of the Spanish 
Language. 
BY LUCIEN OUDIN, A.M. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


THE acquisition of the Spanish language is an accomplishment well 
worth any one’s endeavor. Spain and the language of its people are rich 
in the lore of the world’s history—in chivalry, in war, in art, in the 
grandeur of all worldly things. No one can thoroughly appreciate the 
magnificence of feudal days and the proud position which Spain once 
held as a nation in the affairs of the world unless he or she understands 
the Spanish language, and everybody eager for scholarship wishes to do 
that. The above book, by an eminent scholar, affords the opportunity 
in a simple and economical way. 


Munro’s French Series. 


No. 1. An Elementary Grammar of the French Language. 
BY ILLION COSTELLANO. : 


Nos. 2and 3. Practical Guides to the French Language. 
BY LUCIEN OUDIN, A.M. 
PRICE 25 Cents EACH. 


THE language of /a belle France is almost as universal as that of the 
Anglo-Saxon, and to understand it, even imperfectly, is an accomplish- 
ment. To understand it perfectly is, and should be, the aim of all 
intelligent people. ‘‘Munro’s French Series,’’ by the above-mentioned 
eminent scholars, render to every one desirous of acquiring a correct 
knowledge of the French language a great help—valuable assistance— 
and makes its acquisition a very easy matter. .The methods are simple 
and easily understood, as every one will see who purchase these books. 


Munro’s German Series. 
A Method of Learning German on a New and Easy Plan. 


BY EDWARD CHAMIER. 
Two VOLUMES—PRICE 25 CENTS EACH. 


Not to understand the German language nowadays is to acknowl- 
edge one’s self only partly educated. A knowledge of the language of 
Goethe and Schiller, of Wagner, of Heine, and the many grand poets, 
composers, soldiers, and statesmen which Germany has produced is con- 
sidered an indispensable accomplishment in the best social circles of the 
world. ‘‘MuNRO’s GERMAN SERIES” afford an easy, comprehensive, yet 


thorough plan of acquiring an intelligent understanding of the German 


language. Invaluable to students who are beginning the study. 


The aboye books are for Sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent by 
mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publisher. Address 
GEORGE MUNRO, Mounro’s PuBLisarne House, 

(P. O. Box 3751.) 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, New York. 


Hunters’ Yarns. 
A COLLECTION OF WILD AND AMUSING ADVENTURES. 


Price 25 CENTs. 


In this collection of Hunters’ Yarns, every one of which is founded 
on fact, the reader will find a delightful blending of adventure with 


beautiful pen pictures of nature in field and forest. Every adventure 
narrated is told in a realistic and picturesque style which is sure to please 
young and old alike who have a taste for the delights pertaining to 
sportsmanship. 


Kitchen Lessons for Youny Housekeepers. 


BY ANNIE H. JEROME. 
Price 10 CENTS.. " 


Youne ladies who desire to acquire a thorough knowledge of the mys- 
teries of the kitchen, and their elders who have already been initiated 
and wish to further improve themselves in the cuisine art, will find this 


clever little work an invaluable aid. All the suggestions and directions 
it contains have received a practical test, and are, therefore, not merely 
experimental. Buy this book and keep it in your kitchen, where it will 
always prove a useful companion. 


Munro’s Dialogues and Speakers. 


No. 1. The Funny Fellow’s Dialogues. © 
No, 2. The Clemence and Donkey Dialogues. 
No. 8. Mrs. Smith’s Boarders’ Dialogues. 
No. 4. Schoolboys’ Comic Dialogues. 


No, 1. Vot I Know Bout Gruel Societies Speaker. 
No. 2. The John B. Go-off Comic Speaker. 
No. 3. My Boy Vilhelm’s Speaker. 


Price 10 Cents EAcu. 


_ Every variety of taste can be satisfied in the above choice collection 
of books. They are invaluable in every educational institution in the 
land, and never fail to meet the requirements demanded of them. The 


titles of the different speakers named above indicate their character. 
The selections are all made from the best productions of the leading wits 
and orators of the world, are of a refined and pleasing character, and 
suitable for every circle. 


Letter-Writing Made Easy. 


Price 10 CENTs. 


To write a letter properly is an accomplishment which every intelli- 
gent man and woman should be anxious to acquire, but which few, very 
few, possess. The art is concisely explained in this handy book and fully 


illustrated by copious specimens from the polished pens of a host of 
recognized masters. The poorest correspondent wil find in this book a 
fund of instruction which will aid him or her to soon become a facile 
and accomplished letter-writer. Send ten cents for this ook, and re- 
ceive in return benefits which will be valuable in every relation of life. 


THE LIBRARY OF AMERICAN AUTHORS, 


Embracing Copyright Novels by the Most Popular Writers of 
American Fiction. — 


ISSUED MONTHLY. PRICE 25 CENTS EACH. 


q My Own Sin. 


BY MRS. MARY EH. BRYAN. 


PrIcE 25 CENTS. 


A TALE of passion, of remorse, of moving incidents, and fascinating 
human interest—one of the most delightful stories ever given to the 
public by Mrs. Mary E, Bryan, and written in her very best style. 


2 The Rock or the Rye. Comic.) 


BY T. 0. DE LEON. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


Tuts is one of the brightest and wittiest brochures ever issued to the: 
public. It burlesques, with keen wit and blighting satire, the erotic style 
of literature of which Amélie Rives, the authoress of ‘‘ The Quick er 


the Dead,’’ is the acknowledged high-priestess. Its wit, though pointed, 
is always refined; its satire, though biting, never malicious, The book 
is profusely illustrated by the witty pencils of well-known comic artists. 
If you want a rare literary treat, send for this book. 


The above books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent by 
mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publisher. Address: 
GEORGE MUNRO, Mounro’s Pusiispine House, 

(P. O. Box 3751.) 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, New York. 


_MUNRO’S PUBLICATIONS. 


3 Shadow and Sunshine. 


‘BY ADNA H. LIGHTNER. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


PRONOUNCED by capable critics to be a story of great power in its 


descriptive coloring, its portrayal of life, its realism, dramatic force, and’ 


keen insight into human nature. A pleasant companion to beguile 
monotony, ares. plenty of cheer, entertainment, and mental re- 
laxation. 


4 Baisy Brooks... 
BY LAURA JEAN LIBBEY, author of ‘Miss Middleton’s Lover.” 
PRICE 25 CENTS, 


A PLEASING, entertaining story, containing all the best features of a 
well-constructed romance. The characters move through the pages with 
a blitheness, — spirit which make them sentient with captivating 
interest. 


5 The Heiress of Cameron Hall: 


BY LAURA JHAN LIBBEY. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


‘‘THe HEIRESS OF CAMERON HALL”’ is a young lady whose person- 
ality possesses many elements of human interest, and the authoress has 
used them with rare skill in the construction of an exceedingly clever 
tale. Sure to beguile time pleasantly for all who may read this pretty 
story. 


6 Marriage. 
BY MARGARET LEE, author of ‘Faithful and Unfaithful,” rn 
PRICE 25 eee 


THIS great novel has won the highest commendation of the press and 
public wherever it has become known. William Ewart Gladstone, ex- 
Prime Minister of England, has pronounced it to be a work of entranc- 
ing interest, and all who read it will readily indorse his high opinion. 
No one can afford to miss a perusal of this splendid book. 


7 Lizzie Adriance. | 
BY MARGARET LEE, author of ‘ Marriage,” etc. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 

_A HIGH-TONED work of fiction, brimful of human interest in every 
chapter. The characters are all drawn with the full, free hand of a 
perfect student of human nature, and the incidents and situations are 
all tinged with the best impulses and the noblest aspirations of the 


human heart. This is a novel worthy of a place in every refined house- 
hold. 


A Mal Rivers. ROY 
BY LAURA:-JHAN LIBBRY. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


THE eplecdel: in the life of a charming but yery practioal young lady 


who moves imperiously through life, swaying hearts by her many ac- 
complishments, and meeting with many exciting adventures, are pict- 


uresquely described in this novel with a rare blending of realism and 


fidelity to nature. 


9 Saints and Sinners, 


BY MARIE WALSH, author of «Hazel Kirke.” 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


THE story upon which this novel is based appéared in dramatic form 
on the stage of the Madison Square Theater in New York, and was one 
of the greatest successes that was ever performed in tWat refined temple 
of the drama. Miss Walsh has carefully preserved all the incidents, 
situations, and climaxes which delighted thousands who witnessed its 
performance on the stage. 


The above books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent by 
mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publisher. Address 


GEORGE MUNRO, Mounro’s Pusiisaine Hovsz, 
. (P.O. Box 8751,) 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, New York. 


a 


York Working-Girl 


BY LAYRA JEAN LIBBRY. 
. Price 25 ae ; 


THE daily life of a New York $oPkingratl gifted with beauty and 
talents which fit her for a high sphere, with the trials, temptations, heart- 


—_— 


ys af 


10 Leonie Locke; or, Ya hiinies 7 a + Beautiful New 


burnings and delights which enter into her existence is beautifully: 
portrayed in this delightful love story. It is a novel sure to fascinate all 


who read its pages. 


11 Junie’s Love-Test. 


BY LAURA JEAN LIBBE Y, 
PRICE 25 Cents. 

ALL lovers of romantic literature who have read this pretty love 
story pronounce it to be one of the best that Miss Libbey has written. It 
is bright in every line, interesting in every incident, and entertaining 
from the beginning to the finish. There is nothing dull or common- 
place in the story, and all will find it well worthy of perusal. Read it, 
and you will be pleased. 


12 Ida Chaloner’s Heart; or, The Hushand’s Trial. 


BY LUCY RANDALL COMFORT. 
PRICE 25 CENTs. 
Mrs. Comrort in this entrancing story portrays with rare skill the 
workings of the human heart in its various emotions, Her scenes are all 
sketched from actual life, and the incidents are so thoroughly invested 


with realism that the reader becomes spell-bound under their magical in- 
fluence. 


a Uncle Ned’s White Child. 


BY MRS. MARY E. BRYAN. 
PRICE 25 CEeNTs. 


A FASCINATING story of Southern life, in which are blended with rare 


skill the various quaint, stirring, and entertaining features of home ex- 
istence in the beautiful Southland—told in the author’s most captivating 
vein, and sure to be appreciated by lovers of entertaining fiction. 


14 All for Love of a Fair Face: or, A Broken Betrothal.. 


BY LAURA JEAN LIBBEY. 
Price 25 Cents. 


In this story the authoress has a strikingly original plot in which are 
arranged a series of thrilling incidents which move rapidly along in in- 
terest to a beautiful climax. . . 


15 A Struggle for a Heart: or, Grystabel’s Fatal Love. 


BY LA URA JEAN LIBBEY. | 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 
A BEAUTIFUL love story dramatically told. - Replete with charming 


pen pictures and striking situations from the opening chapter to the last, ~ 


16 Littl Rosebud’s Lovers; or, A Cruel Revenge. 


BY LA URA JEAN LIBBEY, 
Price 25 CEnTs. 


ee Rouen’ s ova? ? is one of the most fascinatingly beau- 
tiful tales that the pen of Mis8’ Laura Jean Libbey, the gifted American 


authoress, has given to the reading public, Every chapter is a mine of 
eer every line a source of delight, The characters are all admirably 

wn from real life, and in the several réles in which they move in the 
cy are entertaining, pleasing, and instructive. 


17 Vendetta; or, The Southern Heiress. 


RY LUCY RANDALL COMFORT. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 
‘* VENDETTA ”’ is one of the most dramatic stories of American life 


in the Southern States ever issued from the press. Lucy Randall Com-_ 


fort, its authoress, has woyen together in the most charming manner @ 
series of romantic incidents and thrilling erate that will chain the 
interest at once of the most dlasé reader. 


The above books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent by 
mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publisher. Address 


GEORGE MUNRO, Mouwro’s PosBLisaine Hovse, 
(P. O. Box 3751.) 17 to 27 Vandewater Street, New York. 
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